






w Ånd Viz 
NEW, 
LIVES 


BOILER PUBLISHING 
Published by Silver Publishing 
Publisher of Erotic Romance 


ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED: 


Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows you to only ONE 
LEGAL copy per device for your own personal reading on your own 
personal computers or devices. You do not have resell or distribution 
rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher 
and the copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in 
any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to 
another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free 
or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in 
violation of the South African Copyright Law. Distribution of this e- 
book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any 
other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. If 
you do not want this book anymore, you must delete it from your 
computer. 


WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this 
copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including 
infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is 
punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000." 


Cover Artist: Reese Dante 
Editor: Nina Smith 


New Lives © 2012 Anel Viz 
ISBN # 9781614955597 
Attention Readers: This book uses US English. 
All rights reserved. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be 
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including 
electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without 
express written permission. All characters and events in this book are 
fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly 
coincidental. The Licensed Art Material is being used for illustrative 
purposes only; any person depicted in the Licensed Art Material, is a 
model. 


PUBLISHER 


FILER PUBLISHING 


https://spsilverpublishing.com 


NOTE FROM THE PUBLISHER 


Dear Reader, 


Thank you for your purchase of this title. The authors and 
staff of Silver Publishing hope you enjoy this read and that 
we will have a long and happy association together. 


Please remember that the only money authors make from 
writing comes from the sales of their books. If you like 
their work, spread the word and tell others about the books, 
but please refrain from sharing this book in any form. 
Authors depend on sales and sales only to support their 
families. 


If you see "free shares" offered or cut-rate sales of this title 
on pirate sites, you can report the offending entry to 
copyright@spsilverpublishing.com. 


Thank you for not pirating our titles. 


Lodewyk Deysel 

Publisher 

Silver Publishing 
http://www.spsilverpublishing.com 


DEDICATION 


The people to whom I dedicate this book would prefer to 
remain anonymous. 
Furthermore, they have threatened to assume new identities 
if I reveal their names. 


In the unlikely event they become known, I wish them luck 
in their New Lives. 


TRADEMARKS ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 


The author acknowledges the trademarked status and 
trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned 
in this work of fiction: 


iPad: Apple Inc. 
Independent Erotic Film Festival: Barnaby Ltd dba Good 
Vibrations 
Antiques Roadshow: British Broadcasting Corporation 


"I can tell everyone absolutely Anel Viz pays not 
the slightest attention to any 'rules' and certainly none to 
any advice from me. I can also tell you that he always 
makes it work. I've yet to read anything of his (and 
everything is entirely unique) that wasn't absolutely first- 
rate. When you are as good as he is, you don't need anyone 
telling you how to do it." 

—Victor Banis 


"[Anel Viz] is far more than a competent writer, and 
the more you read his work the more you recognize the 
wry, even ironic smile lurking behind the professionalism. 
It is a kind if somewhat amused or even skeptical view of 
people who struggle through their lives." 

—Wilde Oats, Aug 2012 


NOTE TO THE READER 


The book you are about to read is a work of fiction. All 
names, characters, places and incidents contained herein 
are either the product of the author's imagination or are 
used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, 
living or dead, is not merely coincidental—tt is utterly 
preposterous. 
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PART I. PAY DIRT 


~]~ 


His great-great-great-great-grandfather, give or take 
a great, had founded the town, if you could call it that. 
They didn't call places villages or hamlets in his part of the 
country, they called 'em towns no matter how small they 
were. Less than thirty people lived in this one, all of 'em in 
trailers or converted trailers. One of the original houses was 
still standin', what was left of it, all lopsided and weather- 
beaten, but it had been condemned long before his mother 
was born, and it sat vacant for ages before that. Rusted-out 
motor vehicles had come to replace rotten timbers. The 
only two real buildin's in town were the general store with 
gas pumps out front and a small garage attached to the side 
of it, and the one-story, thirty-foot-square block of poured 
concrete with no windows that was the bar—or saloon, 
accordin' to the sign—an' that was nearly always empty. 
That sign, salvaged by a previous owner from the remains 
of the old saloon before it disappeared, was the only thing 
still in use that dated back to when the people who settled 
there still had hopes the town would prosper. 


It wasn't bein' a direct descendent of the town's 
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founder that made him special. He was prob'ly the only 
descendant of the original population who still lived 
there—his family had moved back there themselves after 
bein' gone from it for a generation or two—and no one else 
knew there was a relationship. He wasn't sure he believed it 
himself. He'd heard the story from Grandad, and Connie 
had told him he was named after that ancestor, but there 
had been a couple of grandmothers mixed in with all them 
grandfathers, so they didn't have the same last name. He'd 
forgotten it anyway. His was the same as Connie and 
Grandad's, and they were both gone now, so he couldn't ask 
them what it was. Maybe it'd come back to him. It didn't 
make no difference anyhow, since that foundin' ancestor of 
his'n hadn't given his name to the place for the people who 
lived there now to recognize. Good thing too—he woulda 
hated bein' stuck with a name like Otis Paydirt. But of 
course that wouldn't a happened, thanks to them 
grandmothers that come in between. 

Nobody knew that he was special, and he wanted it 
to stay that way. He'd a liked it better if he weren't special, 
but he was. He knew that now that he was twenty-six, but it 
took him a while to figger it out, and he was none too 
happy about it when he did. At least it was easy to keep 
secret. It suited him jes' fine that ever'body thought the 
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reason he didn't have a girlfriend was because there wasn't 
no unmarried females between the ages of eleven and fifty- 
eight livin' in Pay Dirt, and that they took it for granted that 
he musta stopped by some whore house for an hour or so 
when he took the truck to drive to one of them bigger towns 
down the Interstate. He would of, too, if women turned him 
on at all, but they didn't. All the sex he had was with his 
own right hand lookin’ at them Internet sites. He was gettin' 
out, though, soon as 'e could scrape up the money fer it. 
Livin' in Pay Dirt weren't no life fer a guy like him. Weren't 
much of a life fer no one. 

There was other places with names like Pay Dirt, 
some of 'em a lot smaller, tucked in them hills in all 
directions—Midas, Lode, Silverton. Yarica was one too, 
Connie told him, but he didn't recollect what the connection 
was, if he ever knew. Ghost towns, or just about, named for 
unkept promises people had actually believed in, unless the 
man who settled there first took it in his head to make 
himself immortal by puttin’ his own name to it. The bust 
come soon enough, and they'd been dyin' their slow deaths 
for close on a century when the Interstate come along and 
finished 'em off unless they happened to be right on it, and 
that didn't always help neither. 

To get to the Interstate from Pay Dirt first you 
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hadda drive some thirty miles or so on the red hard-top 
with all them potholes that was exactly as old as he was. 
Connie tole him that it was just a dirt road when she was a 
girl and how they finished pavin' it the day before Grandad 
drove 'er to the hospital just in time for him to pop out afore 
they could even get her outta the lobby. Grandad said she 
oughta of gave him his father's name, but she wasn't tellin' 
and called him Otis instead, after her forebear that made the 
town she was gonna hafta live in from now on, 'cause she 
weren't goin’ back to high school, that was damn sure. 

Grandad knocked her aroun’ some, she said, when 
she come back pregnant, but that was jes' because he was 
hoppin' mad an' hadn't a chance to calm down yet. Didn't 
hurt 'er bad. Mad at hisself, prob'ly, for lettin' her live on 
her own so she could go to high school. Just as much his 
own fault she gone an' done somethin’ stupid. She kept 
away from what she called the big cities after that, 'cept 
maybe once or twice. 

She never hid the truth from Otis. He knowed he 
was a bastard from since before he could remember. She 
did warn him, though, not to say nothin' about it to others. 
Wasn't much point warnin' him. What others? He didn't 
have no friends, didn't know no kids his age, what with 


bein' home schooled an' all. Not exactly home schooled, not 
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really, 'cause his lessons came in the mail, but it amounted 
to the same thing. He got to talk to a couple a teachers on 
the phone, but he only met his classmates once, if you call 
that meetin' 'em, when Connie drove him to the city for the 
second time in his life so he could go to the Christmas 
dance his freshman year. That was the last time they went 
there an' the only time they ever slept in the same room 
together, 'cause the dance would go on till late an' they'd 
hafta stay in a motel. 

When he got back to the motel they was stayin' at 
Connie asked, "So ya meet any o' yer friends?" 

"Yeah, some." 

That was a lie. One of the chaperones had asked 
who he was, prob'ly 'cause she didn't recognize him an' 
thought he was crashin' the party. When he told 'er, she 
said, "Oh, you're the long-distance student! Come and I'll 
introduce you to some of the others. I'm Miz Barnes." (He 
knew the name. She was his hist'ry teacher, only he'd never 
pictured her lookin' like that.) 

She introduced him to a group of kids, who gave 
him shitty smiles and dumped him as soon as the teacher 
turned her back. The cooler kids wouldn't have nothin' to 
do with him because they didn't know him, an' that just left 


the nerdy ones. He sat with them an' listened to their sappy 
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talk for as long as he could take it, then he left. He didn't 
know about himself yet then. He did now, though, thanks to 
Joe and years of thinkin’ about hisself an' them Internet 
sites he liked. 

After he left the party he went and hung out alone in 
a McDonald's till he thought it was late enough to go back 
to Connie. Then the blizzard hit durin' the night, and they 
got stuck in town for two more days. They didn't go home 
till Connie asked if they'd plowed the redtop, an' only half 
believed it when they told her they had. The upshot was 
that Grandad got to spend his next-to-last Christmas alone. 

She asked him a couple a times more if he wannid 
to go to another dance, but he jes' made a face, so she let 
the subject drop. Musta thought he liked bein’ where he 
was. She didn't, but she wasn't movin' neither. He was, 
soon as he could get the money, but now here he was, 
twenty-six years old, Grandad dead, Connie dead, an' no 
closer to gettin’ out. 

He made up his mind to leave the day he faced up to 
the fact Joe weren't never comin' back, aroun’ the same 
time Connie died, but he'd meant to all along, since he was 
a little kid. He knowed about big cities from TV. That was 
back before they got the satellite dish and had hundreds of 
channels to choose from. Then they just had the tall 


New Lives Anel Viz 


antenna behind the trailer an' only a couple a channels 
came in, all snow an' scratchy sound. He kept talkin’ about 
wantin’ to see the big city, so Connie finally broke down 
and took him, but he knew right away that it weren't no big 
city. Even at seven or eight it seemed stupid to him that a 
town of maybe a couple a thousand residents would call 
their main drag a downtown. It was a let-down that she 
didn't introduce him to his dad like he hoped she would. 
That was the town she'd got herself knocked up in. Maybe 
she woulda if she could, but he had moved away or else it 
was a married guy that got 'er pregnant. That would explain 
why she come back to Pay Dirt. He also hated it that 
Connie tole him to preten' she was his big sister and not to 
call her Ma. He felt that people were lookin’ at them an' no 
one was took in. But he never called her Ma again. 

She'd been dead over four years now, and he was 
still livin' in Pay Dirt. Now he had all them programs he 
couldn't get before and he had the Internet too, an' he was 
surer'n ever that guys like him could only live in a big city, 
a real big city. Decidin' which one wasn't easy. Salt Lake 
was closest, but with all them Mormons there it weren't the 
kinda big city he had in mind. Reno weren't much farther in 
the other direction, but it was still too close. A lotta people 


aroun' here went to Reno, an' word'd get back. He wannid 
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to get as far away as he could. Las Vegas maybe. He could 
hustle there. He'd figgered out that that was how he'd make 
money at first, or else he'd go to Los Angeles or Palm 
Springs an' work in porno flicks an' get paid for doin' what 
he was dyin' to do but didn't have no one here to do it with. 
He'd a liked most of all to go to New York, on account a 
that's where all his fav'rite TV programs took place. People 
was real funny in New York, comin' out right away with all 
them snappy come-backs without even thinkin' about it. 
New Yorkers was real clever on TV, even the ones that 
played at bein' dumb. It'd be hard fittin' in with 'em, but 
he'd learn. He weren't no dummy, even if he only had two 
years a high school. He used to imagine havin' 
conversations with New Yorkers, an' didn't have no trouble 
thinkin’ up funny answers like they made on TV. All in his 
head, a course. 

But Otis had other plans. He was gonna break into 
porn, make a name fer himself, an' Southern California was 
the place fer that. He had the looks an' the equipment; he 
knew that now. Until he worked up the nerve to look for 
that stuff on the Internet—he wouldn't a dared to while 
Connie was alive—he couldn't be sure. Up till then Joe's 
boner was the only one he seen besides his own, an! it were 


bigger'n his; but he was just a kid then. Joe'd tole 'im it'd 
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grow some more. Them was his very words: "You got a 
nice cock there fer a kid. It's gonna be one big sucker when 
it's all growed." It was a lot bigger now—treal big, like 
Joe's. Damn thing sure as hell held its own against them 
guys he saw on the Internet, like God was thinkin' "porn 
star" when He made 'im. 

All he lacked was the experience. Joe was the only 
guy he ever done it with, and they only done it once, but 
how hard could it be to spread yer legs an' let a hot dude 
slide his dick up yer ass? An' Joe tole him plenny a times 
that he was a real good cocksucker. Said he had a "natural 
talent" fer it. He sure took to it right away. So he'd learn 
quick. He'd picked up on a lotta stuff already, like what 
"cut" meant. Joe'd been real happy when he seen he was 
uncut too, but the word didn't mean nothin' to him then, an' 
he didn't ask. Plenny a cut dudes on the Internet. He kinda 
liked the look of 'em, the way the whole head was always 
showin' an' made 'em look half hard all the time. He 
wouldn't a minded bein' cut himself. He had the dick fer it, 
since he was what they called a shower an' looked big even 
when it weren't hard, but it was too late fer that; he weren't 
about to go do that to hisself now. Musta hurt like fuck, 
cuttin' off that flap a skin. An' bein’ uncut was some kinda 


sellin' point too, though he couldn't see why. 
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Yeah, all the stuff he seen 'em doin' on the Internet 
was cool. 'Cept fer the time they hung them weights from 
that guy's balls an' got 'em all stretched out, he hadn't seen 
nothin' on the Internet he didn't think he'd like. They even 
made the spankin's look hot. Joe never asked him to do 
that. Prob'ly wouldn't a let 'im anyways. 

There'd been other things what happen to show he 
had the body fer it, like the time Archie's niece seen him 
buck nekkid when he come outta the shower on her second 
day in Pay Dirt. Archie was his boss at the general store. 
His niece was from California an' had come up fer a couple 
a weeks with a girlfriend a hern when her Aunt Betty fell 
sick. That was Archie's wife. The girls couldn't even take 
Pay Dirt fer a week, an' left after only five days, an' the 
niece didn't even come back fer the funeral after her Aunt 
Betty died. Archie wasn't expectin' she would. He was 
surprised they stayed as long as they did. Otis knowed why 
they hung aroun' them five days, though. It was because 
they was hopin' he'd screw them. An' the girlfriend hadn't 
even seen him. Nicole—that was the niece—musta given 
her an earful. 

Connie'd been dead over a year, an' he'd foun' them 
gay Internet sites an' gotten used to hangin’ aroun' inside 


the trailer with no clothes on. He didn't bother to lock the 
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doors; nobody did. People in Pay Dirt didn't just walk into 
someone's house without knockin'; that Nicole did musta 
been the California in 'er. Archie had sent 'em over to ask 
‘1m somethin' or other, an' they barged right in. He didn't 
hear them say "Yoo hoo!" because the shower was on. The 
girlfriend sat down in the kitchen to wait while Nicole went 
down the hall to look fer him, an’ that's when he stepped 
outta the bathroom with nothin' 'cept a towel, an' he was 
usin’ that to dry his hair. 

"Hey, Helen! Com'ere an' get a load of Otis. He's 
gorgeous!" Them was her very words, but he hightailed 
into the bathroom before she got there, an' when he come 
back out he had the towel tied aroun’ his waist. Then he 
made 'em wait outside while he got dressed. After that they 
come onta him an' acted all flirty till they give up and went 
back to California where they was plenny of guys itchin' to 
do 'em. He let on that he didn't take 'em up on it on account 
of them bein' underage and him twenty-six, but he didn't 
know what they thought about it. Prob'ly not that he was 
gay—at least he hoped they didn't—an' they sure as hell 
musta knowed he wasn't no eunuch! Gave 'er an eyeful, he 
did. Funny that he weren't embarrassed, but that's how he 
knowed he'd be okay doin' it in front of a camera, jes' so 


long as he was doin' it with another guy. He liked doin’ it 


lI 
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with Joe, an' them porn stars looked a lot hotter'n him. 
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It was Joe opened his eyes to what he were. He 
didn't know shit before he met Joe; hadn't given much 
thought about girls or boys. He found out about beatin! off 
all by his lonesome, which is how he always done it, an' 
Grandad tole him some stuff, but livin' in Pay Dirt without 
no kids his own age to talk sex with, he was about as naive 
as they come when Joe come into his life. He'd heard about 
faggots a course, an' on account a that it was years afore he 
was ready to admit to hisself he were one of 'em. By then 
he hadn't seen Joe in ages. 

He only knowed Joe fer a few months, an' he musta 
been fourteen or fifteen at the time. No, he hadda of been 
sixteen or even seventeen already, ‘cause that was right 
after he stopped school to go work at the ranch at the end of 
his sophomore year. More likely sixteen. It was his first 
time away from home, an' he still didn't know nothin’, so he 
might as well of been twelve. Jes' didn't look it no more. He 
was big fer his age, kinda skinny, but damn strong, so he 
could do the work like the rest a them. They was mostly old 
geezers there. He was the only kid, an' Joe, who musta been 
in his thirties at the time, was closest to him in age. Took a 


real int'rest in him too, always talkin’ to him about sex, 
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which Otis really liked, but he never let on to Joe he hadn't 
done it, an' after he done it with him he still let him think he 
done it with girls. 

At first he just asked him about the girls he'd fucked 
an' how many an' how he liked it, an' tole him how much he 
liked to fuck an' how horny he was without no women 
aroun’. Otis was embarrassed, but he liked the attention an' 
he'd been dyin' for sex talk, so he made things up. Joe 
believed what he tole 'im, or at least he pretended to. Never 
caught 'im out makin' up some kinda impossible whopper 
anyways. Then, after he done a shitload of complainin' 
about havin' to live like some kinda monk an' the two of 
'em felt comfortable with each other, Joe suggested they go 
somewhere an' jack off together fer "release". That they 
could do that hadn't occurred to Otis before. He weren't 
scared or nothin'; in fact he wannid to get a peek at Joe's 
dick, the first he'd seen 'cept fer his own. Didn't ring a bell 
that there was somethin' weird about wantin’ to see it. 

They walked off a ways where nobody'd see 'em, 
an' Joe said, "You first," so he whipped it out, spit on his 
hand, an' started workin’ it up. That's when Joe made the 
comment about him bein' uncut an' how he was gonna have 
a real big un when he was all growed. 


"Big like you?" he asked, an' Joe pulled his jeans all 
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the way down to his knees an' began whackin' off. He liked 
what he seen, an' pulled his pants all the way down too. 

"Kin I touch it?" Joe asked. 

He nodded, an' Joe put his hand on it, but instead of 
pumpin’ it he turn it aroun' an' looked it all over an' fondled 
it an’ stuff like that. His balls too, an' his ass. 

"It feels better when somebody else beats ya off," 
Joe said. 

He didn't hafta tell him that. It was like an electric 
shock went through him when Joe touched him there. "I 
knowed that," he said. "Jes' that no guys ever touched it." 

"Plenny a girls, though, I reckon." 

"Some. Enough." 

"Ya wanna touch me?" 

He didn't hafta be asked twice. He copied what Joe 
was doin' to him. 

"That's nice," Joe said, "real nice. You ever have 
yer dick sucked?" 

"Nah, I asked a girl to once, but they think it's 
gross." 

"Ya wanna know what it feels like? I'll suck you off 
if ya promise to do me after." 

"Okay, but if I don't like it an' ask yer to stop right 
away, I don't gotta do you. A bargain?" 
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"Fair enough." 

He liked it, though; liked it more'n anything he'd 
felt before. He liked it when Joe went all the way down on 
it an' ran his tongue aroun’ it, when he stuck his tongue 
under his foreskin an' licked his pee slit, when he licked his 
nuts, when he squeezed his ass cheeks. 

"Good?" Joe asked. 

"Shit yeah!" 

It was over too soon. He wished it coulda gone on 
forever, but he was used to gettin' off as quick as he could, 
afore Connie or Grandad walked in on 'im. It was Joe 
taught 'im how to hold out an' make it last. 

Then it was his turn. He hesitated a second before 
takin’ it in his mouth, playin’ with it a little to cover up his 
hesitation. It weren't that he didn't wanna—he wannid to, 
alright—but he wasn't sure he'd like it, the taste an’ all, an' 
he was afraid he'd choke an' make a fool of hisself. 

He needn't a worried. Joe said he was doin' jes' 
great, that he sucked cock like a pro. That prob'ly wasn't all 
true, since Joe give him instructions the whole time, but he 
did good enough. He could tell from the noises Joe made 
an' the things he said, like "Yeah, man, that's it. Suck that 
big dick. I struck pay dirt with you, baby." Made him feel 


good, acause that was before he had the Internet an' he 
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didn't know that's what they all say in the flicks when 
someone's suckin’ 'em off. 

"You like that?" Joe asked. 

He nodded, 'cause his mouth was too full a Joe to 
talk. 

"Yeah, me too, but I don't let the others know 'cause 
they think it's sick. Don't you let 'em know either." 

He shook his head 'cause he still had Joe in his 
mouth. But he was lovin’ it. 

Then Joe put a hand behind his head an' started 
fuckin' his face an' rammin' deep in his throat. He almost 
gagged on it, but he liked that too, an' he liked it when Joe 
shot his hot load into his mouth. 

"Don't spit it out, Otis. Swaller it, swaller all of it!" 

He couldn't remember if Joe 'ad swallered or spit 
‘cause he had his eyes closed when he come, but he'd 
swallered already anyways, an' he licked the dribbles off 
his chin an' off'n Joe's dick. The next time they sucked each 
other off he seen that Joe swallered too. 

They sucked each other off a lot after that. Used to 
go off ever' day an' do it, sometimes twice. Joe introduced 
‘im to rimmin' too. He didn't much care fer rimmin' Joe at 
first, mostly on account of the idea of it, which he thought 


was pretty gross, but when Joe rimmed him in return an' he 
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found out how good it felt, he really got into it. They did a 
lotta stuff together; Joe knowed a lotta things he never 
thunk of hisself. They didn't kiss, though, an' he really 
woulda liked to kiss Joe, them deep kisses he'd heard about 
but had never done, with yer tongue in the other person's 
mouth, but he didn't dare say nothin’ in case Joe would 
think it too faggy. Fer some reason he thought that so long 
as you didn't kiss ya weren't a fag. He didn't think of Joe an' 
him as fags. That come later. 

When Joe said he wannid to fuck 'im, he agreed 
right away. Ever'thing 'e done with Joe had been real good, 
an' he was curious about it too, kinda hopin' they'd try it 
without realizin' he was thinkin' about it. 

"I won't hurt ya none, kid; I'll go real easy. I brung 
some lube." 

He braced himself against the wall of the ol’ barn 
they was hidin' behin' an' Joe worked it in nice an! easy like 
he said. It didn't hurt much, jes' felt kinda weird, like he 
was all stuffed up down there. Joe had one helluva big 
cock. 

But he pulled out right away. "Not here. Too damn 
risky. Summ'n might come by an' see us at it. Let's go in 
the barn behin' the bales." 


They clum up to the loft where the bales a hay was 
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stacked high like the walls of a little room an' fer the first 
time took ever'thin' off 'stead a jes' pullin' down their jeans. 
Joe run 'is hands all over 'is body, an' Otis thunk maybe this 
time he'd kiss 'im, but 'e jes' give 'im a lick on the neck. 
Then 'e took a blanket he foun’ hangin' over a beam an! 
spread it out on a bale that weren't stacked an' laid Otis on 
it on his stomach so he were hangin' off both ends, an! 'e 
lubed hisself up some more an' worked 'is dick back in an' 
laid down on top of 'im so he was coverin' 'im with his 
whole body an' begun humpin’. 

Feelin' Joe's weight layin' acrost 'im like he wannid 
'im all fer hisself an' was protectin' 'im from the rest a the 
world made Otis feel good inside, an' havin' his dick inside 
'im felt good too, an' the pumpin' were more'n good; it were 
delicious. It made Otis whimper. He couldn't help himself. 

"Did I hurt ya?" Joe asked. "Ya want me to stop?" 

"Nah, ya ain't hurt me. It's okay." 

"Yer sure?" 

"I said ya could fuck me, didn't I? Whatsa matter? 
Doncha wanna?" 

"Oh baby, do I ever!" 

"Then jes' get on with it, an' let's get it over with." 

Otis tried to control his whimperin', but the feelin's 


jes' kept gettin' better an' better, an' afore long he was 
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squirmin' his ass an' whimperin' up a storm. 

"Ya gotta keep down them noises or somebody'll 
hear us," Joe whispered. 

"Cain't." 

So Joe put a hand over 'is mouth, which was like 
havin' 'is arms aroun’ 'im, an' that felt good too. It were the 
best sex he ever had with Joe, an' since 'e never had sex 
with anyone but Joe, it was the best sex he ever had an' the 
best he was gonna have fer a long time to come. 

Joe's body got all stiff an' 'e could feel 'is cock 
started throbbin' inside 'im an! 'is hot juices squirtin' up ‘is 
ass. Then he pull out an' ask, "Ya like it?" 

"Felt better'n I thought it would." He was 
embarrassed to let Joe know how wonderful it was. Only 
fags love to be fucked in the ass. The others, like him an' 
Joe, they only do it when there ain't no tail aroun' fer 'em, 
ain't that right? It were bad enough Joe seen 'im squirm an! 
moan like he done. 

"Sure seemed like ya liked it." 

"I done it fer you." 

He been thinkin' that now it'd be his turn to fuck 
Joe. Joe hadn't said nothin', but they always took turns at 
whatever they did. Joe wouldn't let 'im, though. Said he'd 


tried it once an' didn't much care fer it. "Some guys like it, 


20 


New Lives Anel Viz 


some don't." 

It made Otis feel like he'd been used. 

Joe wannid to fuck 'im again the next day, but he 
tole 'im. "Only if I kin fuck you after. I wanna see what it's 
like. Will yer let me?" 

"Maybe. I dunno. Depends on what I feel like." 

"Maybe ain't good enough. Ya hafta promise." 

"Cain't make that promise." 

"Then I ain't bendin' over fer ya." 

"If ya let me fuck ya, I'll take ya to a real good 
whore house in Reno I know next time we get a week off. 
My treat." 

"Ya said ya was gonna take me there anyways. I 
thought that was a promise." 

"Yeah, it was. The whore house still stands. Well, 
maybe ya'll change yer mind an’ let me do it again 
sometime." 

"Maybe. An' maybe you will too. You kin fuck me 
three times if ya let me do it once. Ya just hafta let me try it 
once. Whattaya say?" 

"TII think about it." 

They went back to just suckin' each other off an’ all 
the other oral stuff they done. Ever’ so often Joe'd wanna 


fuck 'im again, but Otis didn't want Joe to think he was a 
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fag. "Three fucks fer one," he kept tellin' 'im. "That's fair, 
ain't it?" He held his groun' ever’ time Joe brung it up, 
which weren't easy, since he was dyin' to feel Joe inside 
him again an’ all them good feelin's ya get when ya's bein' 
fucked by a man. He knowed it were just a matter a time 
afore he'd break down an' give in, but he didn't wanna look 
too eager fer it to happen. 

Turned out to be a good thing he didn't. One of the 
older guys, the one they called Checkers, come up to him 
one day an' said, "Is it true what I hear, that you like to fool 
aroun’ with men?" 

"Hear from who?" 

"No one in pertickler. Word just goin' roun' that you 
suck cock, that's all. No one's sure whether to believe it or 
not. Well, is it true? You ever suck cock?" 

Otis hesitated, but only fer a second. He didn't 
wanna be ever'one's bitch, but Checkers might not believe 
him if he denied it straight out. "Done it a coupla times 
with some friends at school. Not my kinda thing." No one 
there knowed he'd been home schooled. 

"Thought so. Lotsa guys done that, but it don't do to 
let on ya done it. If anyone ask, you just tell 'em no, an' if 
anyone say somethin’ to me about yer bein’ queer, I'll tell 


‘em it's all a load a bullshit." 
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Otis confronted Joe. "Youse been talkin’." 

"No I ain't. What makes you say that?" 

"Guys callin’ me a cocksucker, from what I 
unnerstan'." 

"Well, it weren't me." 

Maybe Joe was tellin’ the truth, but Otis wouldn't 
agree to go off with him an' fool aroun' no more, though 
Joe kep' askin' 'im to. He missed their times together, 
though, an’ it was hard fer him to go on sayin’ no. 

He prob'ly woulda give in, an' if he did he felt he 
wouldn't have the strength to say no to anything, not even 
to Joe fuckin' him again, an' if he done it once more he'd a 
gone on lettin’ 'im do it forever. He was just about ready to 
when they got a phone call at the ranch tellin’ him that 
Grandad had passed away. He'd been expectin' it, only jes' 
not so quick. Thought 'e'd have time to go back an' say 
goodbye to 'im first. The ol' man had been wastin' an' 
coughin' up his guts fer over a year an' couldn't work no 
more. That was why he gone to work at the ranch an' hadn't 
finished his schoolin'. They needed the money. 

The funeral was fer the mornin’ of the day after 
tomorrow. Joe said he'd drive 'im. The call come late in the 
afternoon, an' it was already dark when they set out. It was 


close to midnight when they got to the city—Connie's 
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city—so they took a motel room an' would head on to Pay 
Dirt after breakfast. 

They'd washed up afore they left the ranch, so they 
just went straight to bed in their boxers. There was only one 
bed in the room. Joe wannid to fool aroun', but Otis 
wouldn't let 'im, much as he wannid to. 

"Yer still mad at me? I ain't tole no one, honest. 
Won'cher ever let me again?" 

"Yeah, Joe, we'll do it again sometimes; I been 
wannin' to also. It's jes' that I'm bushed, an' it seems wrong 
somehow, what with us goin’ to Grandad's funeral an’ all." 

"Thanks, kid. That makes me feel better. I hated 
thinkin’ you was mad at me," Joe said, an' nuzzled his face 
into his neck. Otis couldn't resist, an' he put his arm aroun' 
Joe's shoulder an' stroked it some. Then Joe kissed him on 
the mouth, like he was waitin’ fer all this time, an' he 
returned it, but not too long an' passionate on account a 
Grandad. Then Joe pulled down his boxers an' sucked him 
off, an’ took a real long time doin’ it, holdin' on to it an' 
lickin’ an' nibblin' an' makin' it feel real good. Otis didn't 
touch him the whole time. Instead 'e dug his hands into the 
mattress so Joe would think he was jes' lyin' there an’ lettin' 
it happen. After he come, Joe gave him another a kiss an' 


roll over an' go to sleep. He didn't ask to be sucked of in 
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turn or if he could fuck 'im. 

That was the last time him an' Joe was together, 
acause Connie was a mess an' he couldn't leave 'er an' go 
back to the ranch. Instead he went to work fer Archie at the 
general store. He coulda kicked hisself fer not takin' 
advantage of that last time, their only time in a real bed, an' 
that he hadn't asked Joe to fuck 'im. Maybe Joe woulda let 
'im fuck 'im too. He was pretty contrite, an' Otis could tell 
he missed their sex together an' wished it coulda been a 
reg'lar thing again like it was before Checkers'd asked 'im if 
he was a cocksucker. 

Joe hung aroun’ fer the funeral an' stayed with 'em 
the next two days, but he slept in Grandad's old room an' 
didn't try nothin’. Then he went back to the ranch an' tole 
‘em Otis weren't comin' back, an' they sent his things back 
to Pay Dirt 'long with the pay he was owed. Joe throwed in 
an extra two hunnerd dollars of his own along with a note 
sayin' he should spend it on hisself an' that he'd come roun' 
fer a visit some happier time. He owed him a trip to that 
whore house, didn't he? 

Connie had got them the Internet while he was 
away at the ranch, an' she showed him how to use it. 
Thought maybe he could get his GED with it. He took a 


course or two, but his heart jes' wasn't in it, though havin' a 
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high-school diploma coulda helped get him outta Pay Dirt. 
Wasn't much on the Internet that interested 'im much, but 
Connie sure as hell liked it an' spent most all a her time 
surfin'. 

As part a his job, he begun goin' to the city with 
Archie once a month, an' he'd see all these young girls in 
the street, some of 'em real pretty too, but they didn't turn 
him on none. That got him wonnerin' maybe he was queer 
an' if all that sex with Joe made 'im that way. But he was 
never one to think much about girls, so why should 'e start 
now? Didn't use to think at all when he jacked off ‘cept 
about shootin' a wad an' how good it felt an' gettin’ it over 
with quick afore he got foun' out. The guys he seen didn't 
turn 'im on neither. An' he never thunk a Joe that way 
neither till Joe come onta him, but when he did come onta 
him he knowed right away he wannid it... wannid it bad. 
Prob'ly all he really wannid was the sex, sex with anybody, 
what with bein' a virgin an’ all. 

Would he still a turned out gay if he wouldn't a 
sucked Joe's cock all them times an' if Joe wouldn't a 
fucked him in the ass? How'd he know he was gay 
anyways? When he seen some dude with a huge bulge in 'is 
jeans he might fine hisself wonnerin' how big ‘is dick was, 


but that didn't mean nothin'. Lotsa guys is curious about 
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cock size. An' he never liked none a 'em sissy things when 
he was little, an' he didn't have none a them faggy ways 
about him what queers is s'posta have. Hell, Joe done it, an' 
he weren't gay, were 'e? 

Joe come by some two years later, when Otis was 
nineteen, but he missed 'im 'cause he'd gone off fer two or 
three days with Archie to pick up supplies fer the garage an' 
some parts for a brake job what needed doin'. Connie 
remembered him an' asked him in fer a cup a coffee, an’ 
they sat aroun' an' chatted a while. 

"Yer frien’ Joe stopped in while you was away," she 
tole him. "Real nice guy. Damn shame ya missed him. Ya 
don't really have no other friends, do ya?" 

He was sorry he missed him. They coulda gone off 
together fer a day or two an' had sex again. But then he 
thought maybe Joe come to take him to that whore house. 
What'd he of said if Joe woulda asked 'im to go to a whore 
house with 'im? "Nah, Joe, I kin fine a girl to fuck 
whenever. Let's get it on together instead, like we used to at 
the ranch." An' Joe'd jes' stare at him all quiet like, so he'd 
try to worm outta it an' say somethin! like, "We had a lotta 
fun, didn't we, Joe?" 

"Sure, kid," Joe'd say, "we kin do that stuff again, if 
that's what y'all want. Yer the best cocksucker I know. But 
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ya's gotta let me fuck ya this time or it's no dice. Gotta let 
me fuck ya as much as I wanna." 

An' he'd say yes—a course he'd say yes—an' when 
Joe fucked 'im an' 'is hot cock sent them feelin's like an 
electric current pulsin' right through 'im he'd beg fer more, 
an' Joe'd think he wasn't nothin' but some big faggot pansy, 
which maybe he were. 

The way Connie talk, he could tell she was sweet on 
him too, after just one meetin’. Fer a second he wonnered if 
Joe an' her might hook up an' maybe even get married. Boy, 
would that ever a been sick! What'd they call them things? 
A ménage å trois? An' Joe'd be his dad too. Yeesh! 

But Joe didn't come back—he looked fer 'im, but he 
'ad disappeared—an' two years later Connie rolled over the 
pickup on the Interstate an' got herself killed. Seemed like 
all of Pay Dirt was dyin’ off. 
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~3~ 


He were alone now. Joe weren't comin' back. He 
musta thought that nowsit Otis were all growed up 'e'd just 
wanna do it with women, or maybe he was too ol' fer 'im 
now. Didn't much matter why. He were pretty bored when 
he wasn't workin’, an' 'e surfed aroun' the computer some— 
Connie's computer—an' foun' she been loggin' into them 
singles sites. Only then did he realize that she was lonely as 
him. Some of the things people said on them sites was 
pretty sexy. Jes' fer the hell of it he typed the letters G-A-Y 
into his search engine, an' the last piece of the puzzle fell 
into place. Now he knowed what he knowed all along, or 
shoulda—who he was an' what he was. 

"Thank you, Connie," he whispered. "Thank you, 
Ma." 

He seen them gay picture sites with the links to 
them porno flicks an’ such, an' in a flash he knowed what 
he wannid to do with his life, too. Shit, what else was he 
good fer? He jes' didn't know when or where or how. How 
was the biggest question mark. He had some money now 
from Connie's insurance, though not much, an' they didn't 
get no money fer the truck, which was totaled, so he'd had 


to buy another. An' he didn't know what to do about the 
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trailer neither. Could he jes' split an' leave it? It was worth 
somethin’, but who'd buy it? So he stayed an' made his 
plans, but 'e never acted on 'em. 

He started standin’ nekkid in fronna the mirror, 
flexin' an' playin' with his dick the way he seen the porn 
stars do. He weren't took with hisself or nothin’, 'e jes' 
wannid to see if he had what it took to break into them porn 
flicks. On the whole, he thunk he had. Nice big cock, good 
build, friendly smile with flashin' white teeth—he were 
glad 'e hadn't took up smokin'—an' a stare in the eyes that 
looked like it was invitin' ya to have sex with 'im. He hadda 
work on the look some, but he got it down soon enough. He 
had a strong neck an' a square chin an’ reg'lar features with 
deep blue eyes an' wavy jet black hair. He weren't drop 
dead gorgeous, but far as he could tell he was handsome 
enough fer it. There was some imperfections, but the make- 
up men at the studio could take of 'em easy enough. He 
tried shavin' back his pubic hair for starters. It made ‘im 
look bigger, an' he liked the smooth feelin’ when he played 
with hisself too. He jerked off till he come a couple a times 
to see how far 'e could shoot an' how big a load he got, an' 
'e liked what he seen. 

He foun’ an ol' picture of himself, the one Connie 


took when he was fifteen with him sittin' on the hood a the 
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pickup she rolled over an' totaled, an' compared how 'e was 
like when he was with Joe to what 'e looked like now. 
Christ, he was a gawky bastard! Couldn't figger what Joe 
seen in him, unless 'e was one a them guys that turn onta 
young boys. That didn't bother 'im none. Joe'd been good to 
him. But fur as 'e knew, Joe never done it with guys 'is own 
age. An' what 'e really liked was women, or so he said. 

One time when he was in the city, Otis walked into 
one of them adult stores, bold as brass, an' bought hisself a 
vibrator, a real big one, so he'd be ready to take them 
monster cocks some of the guys had at the studio. He chose 
a flesh-colored one that looked like a real dick, one that 
reminded him a Joe's. He felt funny when he brung it up to 
the cash register, but the lady at the counter took his money 
without battin' a eyelash. Then he got hisself some weights 
an' started workin' out to build up his chest. His arms an' 
legs looked good just like they was. He'd filled out since he 
was a kid up at the ranch, an’ his cock 'id growed just like 
Joe tole 'tm it would. A real nice cock, pretty as enna'one's, 
thick an' shapely an' that stuck out like a flagpole when it 
was alla way hard. He woulda measured it if'n he knowed if 
ya was s'posta put the ruler on the top or the bottom. Nice, 
heavy-hangin' bullnuts too, an' pubes as black an' silky as 


the hair on his head. As good a package as any of 'em porn 
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stars, all in all. 

He tried lookin’ at his ass, 'cause he was gonna be a 
bottom an' that was important. He only had one full-length 
mirror so 'e hadda twist aroun' to see it, which changed the 
look a the back half a him, but fur as 'e seen, 'e had one a 
them bubble butts guys was always talkin' about on them 
sites. He were narrer at the waist an' hips an' wide at the 
shoulder, so 'is upper body looked like a upside-down 
triangle, an' his stomach was firm an' 'is chest strong lookin’ 
with large, dark nipples it didn't stick out too much. With 'is 
crotch shaved, only 'is legs was hairy, an' he had that 
naturally pale skin what takes a tan good but still looks 
white, an' that made the black curls a what 'ed left a his 
bush real purdy, an' the tip a his dick looked pinker fer it 
where it poked out from under 'is foreskin. 

Yeah, they'd fix 'im up real nice at the studio. Test 
him fer AIDS, too. Joe was the only one he done it with, so 
he didn't think he had nothin', but it was better to be sure. 
Joe hadn't used a rubber the time he fucked 'im. He was just 
a kid then an' didn't know no better. But that was almost ten 
years ago, an' he didn't have no symptoms an' Joe was still 
alive too. He'd looked fer him an' got worried when he 
couldn't track 'im down, but then he called the ranch an' 


asked fer 'im. He weren't there no more, but he had been till 
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a year or two afore, an' someone seen 'im somewhere since. 
He was workin’ some ranch in Montana or someplace like 
that, but they didn't know just where. Anyways, he was 
alive an' healthy. 

It was all still a dream, but it was a dream that was 
gonna happen. He'd make it happen. He was ready fer the 
good life; more'n ready. It was time to come out, soon as he 
got the fuck outta Pay Dirt. "Come out"—he loved how 
them words sounded. So free, so real, bein' yerself an’ 
promisin' him all the sex he needed an' never got. He 
logged onta the porn sites every night an' beat off watchin' 
the stars that was the biggest turn on fer him an' modeled 
hisself on what they done. Then he'd lay in bed thinkin' 
about 'em an' jack off some more. Sometimes he'd think 
about havin’ sex with Joe, an' that was even better. What 
must Joe look like now that he was goin' on fifty? He was 
the looker now, but that didn't matter none. Joe was his 
first, an' that made him special. He was his only one too, 
but he was gonna change that. Them flicks would be his 
pay dirt, jes' like this dead town off in the dry hills was 
s'posta be his great-great-great-grandad's. Difference was, 
he was gonna make it. There's more money to be had in sex 
than in silver. He was gonna do what he always dreamed a 


doin' an' get rich doin' it. 
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Then his chance come. Archie got married again, a 
little floozy a lot younger'n him, thirty-somethin’, closer to 
Otis's age. Otis could tell she was interested in him, an! it 
made him damn uncomfortable. He just hoped Archie 
wouldn't notice. 

Pam come onta him real strong one weekend when 
Archie was away, an' they ended up gettin’ drunk together 
in his trailer an' somehow she got 'im into bed with 'er, an' 
he fucked 'er, the only time he had sex with a woman. He 
liked it okay, but she weren't a man, an' a man was what he 
really wannid, a man like Joe. Her smell was all wrong, an' 
he wouldn't eat her pussy—it were bad enough slippin' his 
dick in there. She blowed him a little, but it felt like 
sandpaper 'cause she didn't keep her teeth off it like she was 
s'posta, an' he asked her to stop. Her ass was too fat, an' her 
thighs looked like they was parta it. He liked the soft, 
smooth skin an' licked on her titties summ'it, but they 
wasn't the flat muscled chest he wannid to lick. After he 
come, she lit a cigarette an' he passed out. When he woke 
up all groggy an' hung over, she was gone. 

She stopped hittin’ on him fer a while afterwards, 
which were no surprise, since he musta been clumsy in bed, 
but then she started up again, an' she was real obvious 


about it. Maybe she figgered he'd make a better job of it 
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sober. 

That wasn't it, though. She tole him she was 
pregnant an' thought he might be the father. 

"Why me? Don't Archie fuck ya?" 

"Don't be disgusting." 

"Well, don't 'e?" 

"Course he do. But the timin's right fer it bein' you, 
an' Archie's real old now." 

"No he ain't. He ain't much over sixty. A guy kin 
still make kids when he's sixty." But he was worried. What 
if someone 'ad seen 'er leavin' his trailer in the mornin'? 
What if the kid looked like him? He didn't look at all like 
Archie. Archie was short an' skinny an! had olive skin an' 
brown eyes. Yeah, his hair was dark, or used to be, but 
nowhere near as dark as Otis's. 

Archie noticed her attentions too, an' didn't like it 
none, though he didn't say nothin’ to Otis 'cause he could 
see he weren't encouragin' her none. 

When Pam wouldn't leave off he said somethin’ to 
her about it. "I don't like the way yer always lookin' at Otis 
an' suckin! up to him. People'll talk if ya ain't careful." 

She had her answer all ready. It ain't him; it's his 
house. He got a double trailer, a lot bigger'n ourn, an' it'll 


be plenny crowded livin' where we are when the baby 
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comes. Ya think maybe ya could get him to swap? 

Otis tole him he wouldn't swap. He didn't need no 
bigger trailer like he had, but he didn't want theirs neither. 
He'd rather jes' sell 'em his place an’ light out. Weren't no 
reason to hang aroun’ Pay Dirt no more with Connie an' 
Grandad gone, but he weren't leavin' unless he could 
unload the trailer. If Archie wannid it, he'd hafta buy. He'd 
give him a good deal on it. 

Archie couldn't argue with that. Pay Dirt was no 
place fer a young single dude like Otis. So he bit an' agreed 
to buy the trailer from 'im, an' he got 'im to buy the pickup 
too. Wouldn't look right drivin' an ol' pickup aroun! L.A. 
He'd hitch to California an' get hisself one of them sports 
cars soon as he broke into the porn flicks an' made a lotta 
money. Otis was out at last an' Pay Dirt was hist'ry, soon to 
be gone an' fergot like his ancestor that founded it. 

Archie drove him to the Interstate. He had just a 
few hunnerd bucks on 'im. The rest of the money was in the 
bank, an' he could have it wired to him when he needed it. 
He didn't take much personal stuff with him neither, jes' 
some clothes an' his comb an' razor an' toothbrush, an' a 
couple a photos a Grandad an' Connie. He wished he had 
one a Joe, but he didn't. Ever'thin' fit into a small duffle. It 


wouldn't do to take too much with yas when ya was 
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hitchin’. 

Archie shook his hand. "Bye, Otis, an' good luck t' 
ya. Write us sometime, will ya?" 

"Yeah, I'll send ya a postcard or somethin' when I 
get to L.A." 

Then he got outta the pickup an' Archie turned the 
truck aroun' an' drove back to Pay Dirt. It was the last time 
anybody ever called him Otis. 

He stuck out his thumb to hitch a ride to Reno. 
From there he'd hitch down to Las Vegas an' pick up the 
other Interstate, I-15, that goes to Los Angeles. He hoped 
he wouldn't hafta wait long. It was cold out an' he only had 
a leather jacket. He wonnered what kinda guy would give 
‘im ‘1s first lift. Would he be expected to chip in fer gas or 
would he pay with his ass? May as well start right away 
when he'd been waitin' so long fer it. 

He knowed one thing fer sure, an' that was that he 
wouldn't introduce hisself as Otis. He'd use a porn star 
name. He'd been thinkin’ about it, but hadn't yet made up 
his mind what to call himself. Maybe Joe. 

A car saw him an' pulled to a stop a little ways 
ahead. He ran to get in. The man drivin' was about his age, 
maybe a little older, an' not bad lookin’. 


"You goin' as far as Reno?" He held out his hand to 
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shake, an' on the spur a the moment he said, "I'm mighty 
obliged. The name's Pay." 

He'd come up with a last name later, or maybe he'd 
be one a them stars that only got one name, like Cher or 


Sting. 
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PART II. JACK LINGHAM 


~]~ 


"Something eating you, Randy?" Jared asked. "You 
look so serious. I've never known you to be this quiet." 

"Nah. Just thinking." 

"What about?" 

"Stuff. Thinking's a habit with me like it is for most 
truckers. You're not used to having someone with you all 
the time, and once you start thinking, you... My mind just 
thinks, that's all." 

"Honest?" 

"Honest. Why? Something you want to talk about?" 

"No, just worried about you." 

"Well, don't. I'm fine." 

He was thinking about Jared, and something was 
eating him, but he couldn't tell Jared, not till he'd figured 
out what he had to say and how to say it. 

Jared had been riding shotgun with him for several 
weeks; they'd covered tens of thousands of miles together. 
He liked having him there, but it couldn't go on forever. A 
truck is no home for a teenager, even when it's the only safe 


place he's found to live. The kid needed friends his own 
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age, needed to go to school, needed stability. And he could 
see that Jared was starting to get antsy. He couldn't bring 
him home to Cleveland. Some anonymous trucker he spent 
time on the road with was one thing, but if the kid wasn't as 
old as he said and was living with him or had lived with 
him, and then decided to press molestation charges against 
the cops after all, it would put both himself and the boys at 
risk. The kid sure didn't look eighteen, and Randy was a 
good judge of age. Over sixteen, yes; but eighteen? 

The question was, where would he go? Ideally, 
they'd find a safe home for gay teens. Stupid thing was, he 
ran a safe home. He'd been taking in homeless boys for 
close to ten years. Zach, his first rescue, was in his mid- 
twenties now. He'd stayed on and was in charge when 
Randy was on the road. But having Jared live there wasn't 
an option because he'd had—was having—sex with him. 
He shouldn't have let it happen, but it had. 

Finding another home would be a problem. He for 
sure wasn't going to find one here in Montana, and he 
wouldn't know where his next load would take him before 
he made the drop off late that evening. He hadn't been 
scheduled for a delivery to a major city in months, and just 
driving through wasn't enough time to look for one. Even if 


he found one, what then? If he dropped Jared off in front of 
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the door, would he go in or just pretend to and disappear 
into the streets as soon as the truck was out of sight? He'd 
told Randy about what had happened to him at the last 
shelter he stayed at. It had been a disaster. He could walk 
him in, but that was taking a chance. What if it came out 
they'd been having sex together? That would land him in 
big trouble. 

The sex was good, and he could tell that Jared liked 
it, too; he wasn't just putting up with it. Hell, it was Jared 
who came on to him. So, maybe the first time he did it so 
he'd be allowed to stay on. Or maybe not. Anyway, he 
knew now that he was welcome to stay whether or not he 
put out, and he still wanted it, said it didn't matter that 
Randy was more than old enough to be his father, pot- 
bellied and very ordinary looking. Jared liked him because 
he was a nice guy, because he was good to him, maybe the 
first person who'd ever been good to him, and because he 
felt safe with him. "And you're good in bed, too." 

It wasn't a bed, really, just a mattress they slept on 
in the back of the cab. Was he as good a lover as the kid 
said he was? Randy didn't think so. Competent, but not 
blow-your-mind fantastic. The important thing was he'd 
shown Jared that sex could be comforting. It didn't have to 


mean hurting, physically or emotionally. 
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It had happened their second night together, parked 
in a rest area. By then Jared had admitted he was gay and 
how his parents had thrown him out the house because of it, 
information relayed as a statement of fact, neither asking 
for pity, nor, it seemed, afraid that Randy would freak out 
and beat him up. "I can get out here if that bothers you," 
he'd said. 

"Nope, I'm fine with it." 

"Yeah, you seem like a laid-back kind of guy." 

It hadn't sounded like an invitation, either, so Randy 
didn't even consider coming on to him, not for a second. He 
wasn't the kind of person to force himself on someone, and 
the kid wouldn't welcome advances from a man in his 
fifties. 

"It's cold," Jared said, moving close to him, too 
close for Randy's comfort. 

"Want me to find you another sweater?" 

"Nah, just put your arms around me for a bit and I'll 
warm up." 

They lay there a while longer. Then Jared said, "I 
sure was lucky to get a ride from you. You know why I was 
so anxious to get away from those bikers? They raped me." 

"You poor kid." 


"It wasn't really a rape because I agreed to it, and 
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least to doing it with one of them. I've already told you I'm 
gay. I like taking it up the ass. So when the rest of them 
wanted to join in, I didn't think I'd mind. God, was I wrong! 
It was fucking awful. They'd have done it again if I'd've 
stayed with them." 

"You still hurting?" 

"No, not even a little sore. It wasn't the pain so 
much as how they did it, like I wasn't there, just my hole. 
They all lined up to have a go at me. And I didn't like them 
slapping me on the backside. Like, sometimes it can be a 
turn-on, but they were hitting hard and wouldn't let up. 
Wasn't nearly as bad as the first time, though." 

"You mean your first time?" 

"No, the first time I was raped. When I got picked 
up for vagrancy and thrown in jail. I don't want to talk 
about it." He turned to face Randy and whispered in his ear. 
"You wouldn't fuck me like that, would you?" 

"What makes you think I'd fuck you at all?" 

"You're gay, aren't you? I thought so. You can 
always tell." 

"That doesn't mean I'm interested. I like men my 
own age." 

"I don't turn you off, do I?" 


"No, you don't turn me off." 
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"Don't you get horny? I'm horny pretty much all the 
time." His hand ran down Randy's stomach and came to 
rest on his crotch. "I'm horny now. You are, too. I can feel 
it growing." 

Randy held his breath and didn't answer. 

Jared went on. "I want to suck your cock. I want 
you to fuck me. I know you have condoms. I saw them in 
the glove box." 

"It isn't right. You're just a kid." 

"I'm eighteen." 

"Then your parents didn't have to keep you. You 
said the police brought you back after they threw you out." 

"I wasn't eighteen then. I've been on my own over a 
year. I'm so fucking horny. Is it okay if I take off my jeans 
and beat off next to you?" 

"Suit yourself." 

"Can we beat off together?" 

"All right, but that's all we do." 

It wasn't all they did. Jared went down on him 
without being asked, and before he knew it they were deep 
kissing and feeling each other all over. 

"Fuck me," Jared pleaded. "I want it bad." 

Randy wanted it bad, too. "You're not lying to me, 


now, are you? You are eighteen?" 
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"Eighteen and three months. Be gentle. Don't start 
slamming hard till I say I'm ready, then give it your all." 

Since then, they'd had sex almost every night, a lot 
more than Randy was used to but he wasn't complaining. 
Every man in his fifties should be so lucky! Jared always 
bottomed. Randy would have been happy to flip, but Jared 
said liked it that way. Entering him was easy; his hole was 
a good fit for Randy's dick and the kid knew how to relax 
it. He had beautifully smooth and sweet-tasting skin, and he 
was so loving, so willing. A nice kid. Randy would miss 


him, but it was time they parted ways. 


x OK k k 


Lost in thought, Randy drove on, preoccupied with 
finding a solution to the problem of what to do with Jared. 
He felt more than a little guilty about their relationship, but 
his mind kept coming back to their nights together, 
remembering the feel of his young body under his hands 
and his warm hole pressing around his dick. 

Jared watched uneasily, as if he had something on 
his mind and was waiting for an opening so he could break 
the silence. Randy was about to tell him to spit it out when 


he asked, "Would it be okay if I turned on the radio?" 
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"Go right ahead." 

"God, this road is empty!" 

"You're telling me, kid? Nothing but sky in the 
whole eastern half of this state." 

They were headed west on Highway 200 in 
Montana on their way to Great Falls with about another 175 
miles to go, nothing in any direction but miles of empty 
grazing land and the barbed-wire fences that ran along on 
either side of the road. The towns were at least thirty miles 
apart, and there wasn't much more to them than a gas 
station. Randy had driven that route often, and he called it 
the Roadkill Highway. You hardly ever passed another 
vehicle, but when you did chances were the driver would 
be careening down it like a maniac, sometimes at ninety, a 
hundred miles an hour or more. He wasn't sure how often 
someone came by to pick up. Not many sections of the 
highway had been "adopted". For all that, there wasn't 
much litter—every car that drove by could toss something 
out the window and by the end of a month there still 
wouldn't be enough to make a noticeable difference—but 
there were lots of animal carcasses: squashed skunks, 
raccoons, jackrabbits, woodchuck, even foxes. The animals 
that lived here didn't have much opportunity to learn about 
traffic. 


46 


New Lives Anel Viz 


"What's that?" he asked Jared. "Looks like a truck 
stopped up ahead. We better see if he needs help. He could 
wait here for hours before anyone came by." 

He slowed down and pulled up behind the pick-up. 
The hood was up, and a cowboy was sitting on the roof 
looking forlorn. That is, a cowboy or somebody dressed 
like one. 

"What seems to be the problem?" 

"Don' ask me. I dunno shit about trucks. All I kin 
tell ya is that I ain't run outta gas." 

"Let me have a look at 'er. Maybe I can find the 
problem. And if I can't spot it, then I have my trucker's best 
friend to help. Get the book for me, will you, Jared?" 

"Where is it?" 

"Back of the cab, shoved behind that box with your 
papers and... well, you know what. Behind the box." 

The man had climbed down from the roof to peer 
under the hood with him. 

Randy didn't need the book; all he had to do was 
glance at the motor. "I'm afraid I can't help you, friend. 
You'll need parts. Probably have to order them, too. Want 
me to drive you to the next town so you can get a tow?" 

"Got a tow truck at the ranch. Parts too. But ya don’ 


hafta go outta yer way. I'll call from the gas station and 
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someone'll come pick me up." 

"Your ranch far?" 

"Nother ten miles down the road way yer headed, 
then twenty more on a dirt road off to the right." 

"I'd drive you there, but then we won't make Great 
Falls tonight. It don't much matter, because I'm ahead of 
schedule, but we'll need a place to stay." 

"Oh, we kin putcha up. We're a little short handed 
right now. Plenny o' extra beds." 

"Then hop in and we'll take you there. I'll phone 
from the ranch to let them know I'll be half a day later'n I 


said." 

"That's mighty kind o' ya," the man said, putting 
down the hood. 

"You're not going to lock up?" 

"What fer? 'Coons can't open doors, least not this 
kinda door." 


The man was well built—tall, slim, strong looking, 
his movements easy. His plaid shirt, its sleeves rolled up to 
the elbows and three buttons open at the collar, showed 
powerful wrists and a few tufts of light brown hair on an 
otherwise smooth, broad chest, and his jeans hugged his 
hips and molded to his thighs. Pointed cowboy boots on 


average-sized feet. Nice voice, with a bit of a nasal drawl. 
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Except for the square jaw and friendly smile, they hadn't 
had a good look at his clean-shaven face because he wore 
his cowboy hat pulled down over his forehead. 

Jared slid over closer to Randy to make room for 
the newcomer. 

"Sher am obliged to you two," he said, and held out 
his hand to shake. "Jack Lingham." 

"Randy." 

"Jared." 

"Mind if I roll down the winder?" 

"Go right ahead." 

Lingham propped his forearm on the open window, 
elbow hanging out, took off his hat and leaned back, 
enjoying the wind blowing over his face and through his 
thick, wavy, light brown hair. "Shore was gittin' hot settin' 
out there in the sun." Jared reached behind the seat and 
handed him a soft drink from the cooler. "Thank ya 
kindly," he said and took a long swig. 

From the corner of his eye, Randy could see Jared 
sizing up their passenger. Now that they could see all his 
features, it was apparent what a strikingly handsome man 
he was, a man who looked the way Hollywood wished 
cowboys looked. He wore his hair just long enough to hang 


over the tips of his ears, deeply channeled between the 
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sharp ridging and lobes detached from his narrow, oval 
head. The height and prominence of his cheekbones, thin, 
straight nose and wide-set, dark chocolate eyes hinted at a 
good dose of Native American blood in him, despite his 
hair and light complexion. Jared was just about drooling, 
but the cowboy took no notice. Unfortunately, he'd placed 
the hat in his lap. 

"Will we be sleeping in the bunkhouse with the 
whole lot of you?" Jared wanted to know. 

"Yep, but it ain't no dormitory with a lotta bunk 
beds all lined up in a row like I bet yer thinkin' from them 
movies an' all. More like what I hear they got in college 
dorms. Two floors with a batch o' double rooms an! 
showers down each hall. Keep one o' them rooms empty fer 
cases like this one, though it don' happen often. Some of us 
got singles, some doubles. Could all of us have singles, 
except the top floor's closed off fer fixin' up. Been five 
years and they ain't yit done shit, o' course." 

He may have looked the ideal Hollywood cowboy, 
but he was a lot more talkative. "Ya ever been t' college, 
Jared?" he went on. "Nah, betcher too young. Randy yer 
dad?" 

"Nah, we just ride together." 


Lingham turned his head and looked seriously at the 
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two of them, trying to size up the situation. "Don't look 
much alike neither. Ya turn inter that dirt road jist up ahead 
on the right." 

From there it was another twenty miles of bumpy, 
dusty, reddish dirt packed down between two ditches and 
rough-hewn logs set upright at regular intervals in the 
grassy scrub with two strands of barbed wire strung 
between them. Lingham kept up a steady stream of talk, 
telling mostly about his job and the place they were going, 
but he did ask Jared how old he was, which made Randy 
wonder if he weren't suspicious about something. He'd 
interrupt his talk to warn about a deep rut coming up or 
where it narrowed to a plank bridge across a gully. The 
road was just wide enough for two oncoming pick-ups to 
pass each other, but only a cycle could have made it around 
the semi. The road was nowhere near as straight as the 
highway, following the contours of the land with its low 
rises and zigzagging gullies in a mostly northeast path, so 
when they reached the ranch buildings Randy estimated 
they had gone no more than seven or eight miles as the 


crow flies from the route they'd been traveling. 


OK Ok ok 
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Lingham had them pull up in front of the main 
house, a two-story structure with a covered porch running 
across the front. A strong, bony-looking, middle-aged 
woman was standing on the steps, her hair mussed by the 
wind and her face deeply lined from exposure to the sun. 
"Where in tarnation you been, Jack," she asked, "an' 
where's the truck? Ya shoulda been here hours ago." 

"Broke down about ten miles east on 200." 

"Why dincha call?" 

"Fergot the cell phone agin, Ida. Woulda been there 
all night if these fellers hadn't picked me up." 

"No, ya wouldn'. We'd o' gone lookin'. They wanna 
bunk here fer the night or are they in a rush t' git 
somewhere?" 

"We'd rather stay here if it ain't too much trouble," 
Randy said. 

"Yer the ones go through a lot o' trouble, mister. 
Show 'em their room, Jack, an' I'll send Joe fer it in the tow 
truck. Reckon he kin fix it there?" 

"No way," Randy told her. "It's a big job, and you'll 
need parts." 

"What kinda parts?" 

"I'm guessing the alternator cable, but it could be 


something else." 


52 


New Lives Anel Viz 


"Then he better tow it on t' the garage in Jordan. We 
cain't fix somethin' like that here. You pull yer rig roun' the 
side o' the house an' git yer things an' follow Jack here." 

"Can I use the phone? I need to let Great Falls know 
I won't be there till after noon tomorrow." 

"Go right ahead. I'll show ya where the phone is. 
But git yer rig outta the way first." 


Jared took what they'd need out of the cab and 
waited in front of the porch with Lingham while Randy 
went inside to call Great Falls. 

Another cowboy wandered out from behind the 
house and saw Jared and Lingham talking. "Som'n new 
hiring on?" he asked. 

"Don't you wish," Lingham said, leaning on every 
word, "but we sher could use the help." 

The cowboy cast a glance back toward where 
Randy had left the semi. "Where'd the rig come from?" 

"Give me a ride back when I broke down on 200," 
Lingham explained. "He come in it." 

"They let som'n young as you drive a big mother 
like that?" the cowboy asked, tousling Jared's hair. 

Jared blushed. "Course not." 


"Not yer rig, huh?" 


53 


New Lives Anel Viz 


"Course not." 

"Joe from Nevada." He offered his hand to shake. 

Joe from Nevada was a half a head shorter than 
Lingham, a solidly built man with short, dark salt and 
pepper hair and a moustache, probably in his late forties, 
not at all chubby, but with love handles bulging over his 
belt. He stood there looking Jared up and down with an 
appraising eye. Jared didn't know what to make of it and 
felt uncomfortable. He had enough experience to recognize 
a come-on when he saw a guy looking at him, but he 
couldn't tell with this Joe from Nevada. He was giving his 
body the once over, that was clear enough; on the other 
hand, there was something detached, neutral, about his 
stare. Lingham's "Don't you wish" had made Jared perk up 
his ears, but the man wasn't giving off any vibes. 

"Ya got somethin’ on yer mind, Joe?" Lingham 
asked. "Spit it out." 

"Thinkin' about how the kid would fit in here. Tryin' 
to imagine what he'd look like in cowboy duds. How about 
it, kid? Wanna stay on an' learn to be a cowboy? You heard 
Jack here. We're short on help." 

"I don't know nothing about being a cowboy. Can't 
even ride a horse." 


"Horse ridin's easy. I could teach ya real quick." 
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"It's the fun part too," Lingham cut in, "the only fun 
part, just about. The rest of it's hard work." 

"Kid looks strong enough. Ya strong, kid? What's 
yer name anyway?" 

"Jared." 

"Well, you think a turnin' cowboy, Jared. Ya don' 
git t' go noplace, but the work ain't no harder than bein' a 
trucker, an' more fun too. I done both." 

"Bet truckers earn a helluva lot more," Lingham 
said dryly. "Ain't that true, Jared?" 

"I wouldn't know. I don't get paid." 

Randy came back out onto the porch with Ida and 
another man. Ida was saying, "Ya better go now, or the 
garage at Jordan'll be closed. I'll hold ya some supper." 

"Want me go with ya, Joe?" Lingham asked. 

"You been settin' out in the sun long enough," the 
man answered. "If all I gotta do is hitch 'er to the tow truck, 
I won' need no help. But thanks anyway. Nice meetin’ ya, 
Randy, an' thanks fer whatcha done fer Jack." He sauntered 
back behind the house to the buildings where they kept the 
vehicles. 

"You go show Randy and Jared where they'll be 
bunkin'," Ida told Lingham. Then she turned to Joe from 


Nevada and said, "What're ya hangin' aroun’ here fer? 
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Finish yer chores already?" and went back in the house 
without waiting for an answer. 

"Yer dad?" the cowboy asked Jared, indicating 
Randy with a turn of the head. 

"Nah, we just ride together." 

The cowboy's eyes lit up with a sudden gleam that 
lasted barely a second before it clouded over. "Been doin' 
that long?" 

"A while. He picked me up hitchhiking." 

"Well, you give some thought to what I been sayin’. 
Nice meetin’ ya all." And he went walking off in the 
direction of the stables, presumably to finish his chores. 

"What was that all about?" Randy asked. 

"The guy wanted to know if I felt like staying and 
becoming a cowboy." 

"Well, why not? You can't go on riding around the 
country with me for the rest of your life, can you?" 

"I like it with you. You wanna get rid of me or 
something?" 

"You know better'n that, Jared. It's just that a truck 
ain't a home." 

"I thought you said something about having a house 
near Cleveland." Jared had never said anything to Randy 


about his unofficially adopting him before. He'd thought 
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about it, but coming right out and saying it seemed too 
pushy. 

"Yeah, I have a place, but I'm hardly ever there. 
Some home." 


"You guys comin' with me?" Lingham asked. 


The two-story dormitory for the ranch hands stood 
about five or six hundred yards down a hill behind the main 
house. It was empty; the men who lived there were all out 
working somewhere on the ranch. Lingham showed them 
to a small room with a single bed against each cinderblock 
wall, a table and chair between them pushed up next to the 
window, two dressers and one closet. A typical college 
dorm room minus the desks. 

"Supper's in the main buildin' in about an hour an' a 
half," he told them. "Ya kin rest up some in the meantime." 

"Where're the showers? I'd like to clean up some 
before dinner." 

"Straight down the hall, but yer better off waitin' an' 
shower with the rest of us. That's what I'm gonna do. If ya 
use up the hot water the fellers'll be pissed, an' if ya wait till 
they're done there won't be any fer yerselves." 

Jared's eyes lit up at the thought of showering with 


a group of naked men, most of all Lingham. "Won't we 
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have to line up anyway?" 

"Jes' one big room. Two really—one with the 
crappers an' the sinks an' mirrors fer shavin' and brushin' 
yer teeth, the other a big square room with showerheads all 
aroun'; enough of 'em fer ever'one. You two got towels?" 

"Left them out in the rig," Jared said. "I forgot we'd 
be needing them." 

"Then I'll lend ya a couple o' mine. Jes' tie 'em 'roun' 
yer waist an' walk on down to the showers when ya hear 
the others come back." 

As soon as Lingham left, Randy winked and said, 
"See how much fun you'd have being a cowboy?" 

Jared grinned from ear to ear. "I won't get hard in 
the showers and embarrass you, Randy. I promise." 

Loud voices, laughter and jostling in the hallway 
told them the ranch hands had returned. They seemed to 
turn up all at once. Randy stepped out of their room to meet 
them; Jared lagged behind. 

"Shy about meeting so many guys at once?" Randy 
asked, and Jared nodded. Randy went to introduce himself, 
was back in less than a minute, and the two of them 
stripped down, tied the towels Lingham had given them 
around their waists, and headed for the showers. A couple 


of guys were showering already, and more kept coming in, 
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close to two dozen in all. 

Jared and Randy shared the soap from Randy's 
toilet kit; the other men had two or three bars for all of 
them which they tossed from one to the other. There was 
plenty of hot water and lots of laughing and joking, like in 
a team locker room. The ranch hands looked as average 
with their clothes off as with them on, none of them 
particularly good looking, men of all ages, shapes and 
sizes. They were relaxed and not at all self-conscious about 
their bodies, the way it used to be before people got hung 
up about not having hang-ups. Jared saw Joe from Nevada 
watching him through the corner of his eye, but paid no 


attention. He was waiting for Lingham. 


Randy only had eyes for Jared until Jack Lingham 
came into the bathroom. He was one of the last to show up, 
his towel wrapped around his waist. "Howdy," he said and 
hung the towel on one of the hooks, then took his place 
under a shower head directly across from Randy and Jared. 

If Jack Lingham in jeans, a shirt with rolled-up 
sleeves, and cowboy boots was the cowboy the Hollywood 
movie-makers wished all cowboys looked like, Jack 
Lingham naked was the adult studios' ideal of a cowboy. 


He was the only one besides Jared Randy bothered to look 
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at, and he liked what he saw: tanned down to the waist and 
pale below, with a firm, six-pack stomach, a dancer's legs, 
a tight dimpled bubble-butt, a curly bush to match his light 
brown hair, a hanging sack clearly outlining his testicles, 
and a free-swinging dick in front of it that must have made 
an impressive sight when aroused. 

Jared kept his promise and didn't get hard, but it 
wouldn't have surprised Randy if he did. He half expected 
to get hard himself. 


x OK k Ok 


Randy, Jared and Jack sat together at supper. 
Afterward Jared went to nose around the property while 
Randy stayed in the dining hall for a one-on-one talk with 
Lingham. He wanted to sound him out on the idea of Jared 
staying on to work the ranch. The tables had been cleared 
and there were just the two of them, but still they spoke in 
whispers. 

"I won't just leave him here," Randy said. "He needs 
someone to look after him. I was hoping you'd do that for 
me." 

Lingham was quiet for a long time, as if trying to 


find the right words for what he had to say. Finally he gave 
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up trying to be indirect and asked flatly, "Yer handin' yer 
boyfriend over to me?" 

Randy blushed to the hairline. "Is it that obvious?" 

"Well no, it ain't obvious at all, not if ya don't know 
what I seen. Jes' a closeness anybody could sense that don't 
mean nothin'. But what am I s'posta think with you two 
livin' right on top o' each other all these weeks, an' him jes' 
a hitchhiker? I wasn't born yesterday." 

"I wasn't thinking of giving him to you that way." 

"I didn't say you was, but ya musta known it could 
come to that. We both seen the kid has the hots fer me. I 
saw it in the cab. You like 'em young, doncha?" 

"I like kids, but not the way you think. Got five 
boys at home, and no, I'm not their dad. I took them in, 
gave them a place to stay. Runaways, kids thrown out by 
their parents, all of 'em gay. I do not have sex with them." 

"None of 'em? Not ever?" 

"None of them. Not even Zach." 

"Zach?" 

"The first one I took in and the only one who's 
stayed on. Looks after the others when I'm on the road. He's 
in his twenties now." 

"He have sex with 'em?" 


"Not that I know of. I hope not." 
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"But the younger ones... they fool aroun' with each 
other." 

"Whattaya think?" 

"What I don' unnerstan' is why ya wanna leave 'im 
here when ya got that... Whattaya call it?" 

"A safe home. I can't because I'm having sex with 
him. It'd kill whatever trust the boys have in me, and it isn't 
easy getting one to trust me. And if Social Services found 
out, I'd lose the lot of 'em." 

"An' git twenty years or more. So why'd ya do it?" 

"A mistake, a big one... not that I regret it entirely. 
He came on to me in back of the cab, came on strong, and 
I... Well, I don't have to tell you what. It's been a comfort, 
but at the same time, it scares me. He'll come on to you too, 
you know." 

"Jes' might. He come on to ever'body?" 

"I wouldn't know. I doubt it. But he'll come on to 
you. And what'll you do? I've been open with you, but you 
haven't said a word about yourself." 

"Ya mean, am I gay? No, not really. I done it before 
with guys, but I ain't that anxious to git involved with 
nobody, least of all a kid." 

"He claims he's eighteen." 


"Hah! But yer Jared's old enough. Sixteen's legal 
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here. He ain't what I'd call growed up, though. Certainly 
don't act it." 

"It's sixteen where I'm from, too, but not if you're 
responsible for him." 

"Look, if he decides to stay on, yer best off lettin' 
him know it's me that's in charge of '1m, an' 'e gotta agree to 
it. What I say goes." 

"Why's that?" 

"Cause Joe has 'is eye on 'im." 

"Joe? The one who went with the tow truck? He 
doesn't look the type." 

"Not that Joe. That's Joe from Oklahoma. I mean 
Joe from Nevada, the one that put the idea in his head in the 
first place. He knows what 'e's up to, an' if I read 'im right, 
he likes 'em young. Kin Jared take care of hisself?" 

"Yeah, if he doesn't get too horny." 

"Well, he'll get horny here. We're pretty much all of 
us straight, fur as I kin tell, though I'll bet there's a little 
somethin' goes on on the side now an' then." 

"Are you trying to tell me you'd take care of his, 
um, sexual needs too, if it comes to that?" 

"I ain't sayin' nothin’. I'm jes' agreein' to watch out 
fer 'im if 'e stays." 


"Well, I'm thankful for it. I'll miss him, and I'll 
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always be wondering if you two are having sex together. I 
know it ain't none of my business, but I'll be happy for him 
if it turns out you are. I don't think you're the kind who'll 
take advantage." 

"You sayin' you didn't?" 

"Like I said, he came on to me. Yeah, I know—I 
went along with it. I don't feel good about it, but far as I 
can tell, Jared does. Makes him happy. The kid needs a 
father figure, I guess, and he needs loving, too, and there's 
not many men who'll give him both. I can't take him home 
with me, and I can't keep him in the cab forever. I gotta 
leave him somewhere safe. He needs to be with lots of 
people, he needs one place he can think of as home, and he 
needs schooling." 

"Schoolin' wouldn' be no problem. Ida's girls do 
their lessons over the Net. It's hooked up to the high 
school." 

"So there are kids his age as well." 

"Yeah, but he won't be hangin’ around 'em. Ida 
keeps her girls well away of us ranch hands. But what does 
Jared think of all this? You sher he wants to stay here?" 

"No, but he's tempted. Part of him wants to, I think, 
and part of him's scared of leaving me. He had a hard life 


before I picked him up." 
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"I don' wanna know about it. If he stays, then he 
starts his life over from scratch. You talk to him, an’ if he 
goes along with it, come talk to me in the mornin’. I'll go 


sound Ida out about the possibility now." 


xok Ok k 


Ida was less than thrilled with the idea. "We could 
use more help, that's fer sure, but we need experienced 
hands. This kid's a greenhorn; he gotta learn it all, an’ it'll 
take a long time. Kin we spare the manpower to teach him? 
How do we know he won't change his mind and clear out 
after a week? How'd he come up with this idea? An' what 
about Randy?" 

"Randy come up with the idea. They been travelin' 
together a few weeks, but now it's time they split. Thinks 
this'd be a good place for him. The kid ain't made up his 
mind yet." 

"Could mean trouble fer us. How do we know he 
ain't a runaway?" 

Lingham lied. "Could be a runaway, fur as I know, 
but that don't matter none. He's over eighteen." 

"Well, if I do take him on he'll jes' git room an' 


board fer his work. Then if he works out, I'll give him a 
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payin' contract at the end o' summer." 

"Sounds fair enough." He was relieved there'd be no 
official papers needed, no social security cards and the like. 

"Where we gonna put 'im? The room they're in 
now's the only empty one we got, an' we need to keep it 
empty in case someone shows up outta nowhere. Like 
them, fer instance." 

"Ya kin put 'im in with me." 

"In your room, Jack?" She sounded surprised, not 
suspicious. "But ya've fixed 'er up so nice, puttin’ in a loft 
an' all. Made it more yer home than any of the others 
done." 

"Got more room in there 'cause o' the loft. Plenny o' 
room t' move in a cot fer the kid, an’ 'e ain't got hardly no 
belongin's." 

"That really yer reason?" 

Jack hesitated. "Well, it's that I think Joe from 
Nevada has 'is eye on 'im." 

"That ain't good. Yeah, it's safer he bunks with you 
fer now. An' you better take charge of showin' him the 
ropes too, before Nevada tries pushin' 'is way in. I'll send 
Joe out to work the other end o' the ranch jes' in case the 
kid does decide to hire on. That's a good twenny miles 


away. It'll keep 'im outta yer hair an' give everyone time to 
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catch on that you an' nobody else is in charge there. Where 
ya mean t' start his education?" 

"Ridin." 

"Cain't even do that? Jesus! What're we gittin' 
ourselves into?" 

"He'll pick it up quick, Ida. I'm sher of it." 

"What mount ya thinkin’ o' givin' 'im?" 

"Ginger." 

"Good idea. She ain't nothin' like 'er name, an' the 


kid won't know ya picked 'im out a gentle one." 


Kk Ok Ok 


Jared hadn't returned yet when Randy got back to 
their room. He figured the kid must be checking the place 
out, trying to make up his mind. Let him take his time— 
Randy had enough to think about and could think better 
without him there. Only when the sky was getting dark and 
there was still no sign of Jared did he go looking for him. 

He spotted him down next to the corral talking with 
that Joe from Nevada Lingham didn't trust. They were 
standing too close for comfort. 

"Hey, Jared," he called out, "where've you been 


hiding?" 
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Jared broke free from the cowboy and hurried up to 
Randy. "What all was going on down there?" Randy asked, 
trying to hide his suspicions. 

If his tone had an edge to it, Jared didn't notice. 
"Nothing's going on," he said. 

"Jack doesn't like him." 

"I saw that. Can guess why, too." 

"He hit on you?" 

"Starting to, but I know better than to take him up 
on it. I mean, he ain't bad looking and he seems nice 
enough, but I don't like his approach. Too persistent, 
overbearing. When guys hit on me like that, I know they're 
looking to get what they can outta me. Not like you, Randy. 
I can trust you. You're a sweetheart." 

"What'd he say, exactly?" 

"Just what a good cowboy I'd make." 

"And?" 

"I think he has his head up his ass. I'm no cowboy 
and never will be." 

"Why never? What makes you think you can't 
learn?" 

"What makes you think I'd want to? What makes 
you think I want to leave you?" 


"It's not just about what you want, Jared, and it's not 
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about what I want either. If what I wanted was all that 
mattered, I'd have you riding shotgun with me till I was too 
old to drive. But we need to think about you, and think 
seriously. Let's go back to the room and talk it over." 

"Talk what over?" 

"Your future. We've talked together a lot, had a lot 
of serious talks, and we've both been honest with each 
other, at least I think we have. But it's always been about 
the past, never about the future, never about us." 

"We always talk about us." 

"You know what I mean. We talk about you and we 
talk about me, but we don't talk about us. We've never 
talked about where we go from here, what we're going to 
do next. Come on back to the room with me. You're not 
afraid to talk about it with me are you?" 

"I am a little, but I knew it was coming. Known for 
a long time. I've been avoiding it." 

"We both have." 

Jared followed him back to the room. "Why does 
the future have to be any different?" he asked when they'd 
closed the door behind them. 

"Because it won't be like this. Look, Jared, let's be 
sensible about it. I stop driving maybe ten years from now, 


maybe less, and you're still in your twenties. Then whattaya 
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do?" 

Randy did almost all the talking. He'd thought it all 
out. He'd been thinking it through for weeks and he'd 
discussed it with Lingham, too. He had all the answers, all 
the reasons, and he was dominant. The kid trusted and 
respected him. In the end, he'd go along with whatever 
Randy decided. 

Jared mostly listened. Whatever feeble objections 
he made were brushed aside easily. 

"What if it doesn't work out and two days from now 
I find myself stuck here, or thrown out with nowhere to 
go?" 

"I'll be in Great Falls another three or four days. 
They owe me my hours off, and after that I'll still have to 
load up. I'll call here and check." 

"And after that? That road we were on is no place to 
hitch." 

"Lingham'll drive you to the Interstate. What kind 
of mean fuck do you think he is? Even if he were, he owes 
us at least that much. I-94's an easy hitch." 

Randy's final question was the clincher. "Do you 
love me, Jared?" The kid couldn't lie to him about that. 

"Maybe. I never thought of it. All I know is that I 


need you and that being alone is scary." 
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"Need me how? As a father or as a lover?" 

"Well, both." 

"I can't be both. That's another reason it has to end. 
I know you have feelings for me. I'm asking you again: as a 
lover or as a father?" 

"How am I supposed to know that? I never had 
either." 

"You'd know. Fact is, I'm both and I'm neither. I 
can't be a substitute for everything. That's not being fair to 
me." 

"Which do you want to be?" 

"After what we've done, it's too late for me to be 
your father. Sleep on it, Jared." 

He gave him a reassuring hug and planted a kiss on 
the boy's temple. Jared turned his head to bring Randy's lips 
to his ear and clutched their embrace tighter, but Randy 
gently drew them apart and repeated, "Sleep on it, okay?" 
Then he turned out the light. They undressed in the dark 


and each got into his own single bed. 


OK Ok k 


Jared lay awake as he had every night, waiting for 


Randy's familiar breathing to merge into the snores that had 
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become his nighttime comfort over the past two and half 
months. If he begged Randy not to leave him here, he 
wouldn't. He knew that. But there would be other places, 
less good and less safe, and sooner or later he would have 
to choose one and Randy would get into his truck and drive 
away without him. 

Why not say yes, and get it over with, since they 
probably wouldn't find anywhere better? The ranch was far 
from everything, hidden. He could be anonymous here, and 
go face the world when he was ready. Lingham had 
promised he'd watch out for him. Didn't he trust Jack? 
Randy had asked. What kind of question was that? He more 
than trusted him; he wanted to surrender to him. 

Was he then supposed to choose between them? 

Lingham was the man whose body he craved; 
Randy was the man whose warmth he needed. Randy was 
security. Funny, but when he came on to Randy their 
second night in the cab together, he'd done it so he could 
stay there, a kind of prostitution. He wasn't attracted to him, 
but he wasn't frightened of him either, so he could be bold. 
He realized now that he didn't have to have sex with 
Randy, that Randy wasn't the kind of person who 
demanded sex as payment, but he'd kept coming back for 


more, both to show Randy he was grateful and because sex 
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with Randy was good sex. It made him feel loved. 

Why had Randy had to ask if he loved him? Jared 
still didn't know the answer. He wasn't attracted to him, not 
physically, but Randy's body had become the only home he 
knew, and Randy had taught him so much about love and 
making love. Before he'd met Randy he'd only had desires, 
so he'd stuck his neck out and been hurt, first raped, then 
abused in other ways by others he encountered, then gang 
raped. Even when they hadn't forced him into it, the men he 
put out for had simply enjoyed the sex and then left him to 
fend for himself. Not that he could reproach them for that. 
He hadn't asked for more. 

Randy was different. Randy never pushed him to 
have sex, never acted jealous, never acted as if he owned 
him. When they picked up some young hitchhiker who 
looked interested in Jared, he'd leave them to their own 
devices for an hour or two and go somewhere for a cup of 
coffee, or else he'd watch them going at it if it didn't make 
the hitchhiker feel too uncomfortable. He'd once asked if 
Randy wanted to join in and make it a threesome, and 
Randy refused. With the cute hitchhikers it was just a fun 
fuck, nothing more. His body never felt the ecstasy Randy 
knew how to draw out of it. With Randy it was more than 


just sharing pleasure; it was offering it and accepting it. 
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Was that love? 


It had been over an hour, and Randy wasn't snoring 
yet. So he was awake too. Jared got up, walked across the 
room and got in bed with Randy. It was a tight squeeze, but 
Randy shoved right over for him. 

"You've made up your mind?" he asked, almost 
rhetorically. 

"I think so, but I'm scared. I sort of want to, and I 
know you're right, but I'm scared of being without you." 

"You want me to hold you?" 

"That too, but I want most to give you sex that 
you'll remember forever, and sex that I'll remember forever 
too." 

"Afraid I'll forget you?" 

"I want you to remember tonight." 

"We don't have your toy." 

"No toys. Just us. Lie back and enjoy." 

Randy lay back and enjoyed. 

Jared approached—descended on—Randy's body as 
if he wanted to possess his soul. Consumed with desire for 
the man he would soon lose, he felt he had never placed his 
lips on any flesh that so totally turned him on. Taste and 


touch became more of an emotional than a physical 
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experience. What his hands squeezed were not just the 
muscle and flab of a male body, these were Randy's 
contours; what he took in his mouth was not just a dick, it 
was Randy's dick; and he realized that for a long time now 
for him it had been Randy's dick he tongued, the salty 
sweat of Randy's balls he tasted, Randy's cum he 
swallowed. Sex with this man was more than pleasurable, it 
had a special meaning for him. Whether or not that 
meaning was love he couldn't say, but he knew that after 
Randy had gone some part of him would miss it, no matter 
whom he was making love with. 

When he sensed that his friend was getting close, he 
sat up and said, "Not this way. Fuck me, Randy; fuck me 
till I come." 

"Don't you want to fuck me, too? You never have, 
and I like it. Do it for me, so I'll have the memory." 

"All right, but I won't come, and don't you come 
either. That's for when you fuck me." 

Jared stayed inside Randy for only a few minutes. 
Then he said, "That's all I can do." 

"You don't like it?" 

"I can't hold back. We gotta flip now or I'll shoot. 
It'll have to be enough. Sorry." 

Randy reluctantly agreed to trade places with him. 
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Lying on his back with his legs pushed over his 
shoulders, Jared clutched at the man leaning over him and 
craned his neck to bite his chest. Every jolt of Randy's 
swollen cock detonated an explosion on the bone behind 
his pubic hair and sent a shiver running through him that 
shot like lightning up to his nipples and down to his knees. 
The thrusting stopped, and the head of Randy's dick pulsed 
inside him, prodding his prostate as his own hot stickiness 
spurted up and covered his belly with crisscross strings of 
white. 

Randy withdrew, letting Jared's legs fall down onto 
the mattress, then collapsed heavily on the heaving body 
below him. Jared put a hand up to his forehead and found 
that his face was wet with tears. When Randy began kissing 
them away, he broke down in sobs. He felt overwhelmed, 
but just what overwhelmed him, whether it was sorrow or 
passion or desperation, he couldn't say. At last, his tears 


spent, he grew calm again and fell asleep in Randy's arms. 
How can I give him up? Randy thought. 


For the sake of a person we love, we would even 


give up what we love most. 
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~~ 


Lingham came and rapped on their door a little after 
daybreak. 

"Who is it?" 

"It's me; Jack. Okay if I come in?" He opened the 
door a little and poked his head in without waiting for an 
answer, then slipped into the room, shutting the door 
behind him. "Don't want no one else seein' you two like this 
together," he said, leaning back against the door. "This 
mean he ain't stayin'?" 

"Nope, it means I'm leaving him here. We were just 
saying goodbye." 

"Then make yer goodbyes quick. Breakfast's in 
twenny minutes. Hang aroun’ till the others go off to do 
their chores, an’ I'll git 'im set up." 

The three of them lingered over breakfast till the 
rest of the ranch hands had gone. Then they strolled over to 
the rig, and Jared took out his knapsack. 

"That all ya got?" Lingham asked. "Don' look like 
much. We'll go into town an' pick ya up some ranch clothes 
this weekend. Got any money fer 'em? Ida won't pay." 

Randy gave Jared fifty bucks. "Will that do?" 

"Try five times that. There's the boots." 
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Randy went to put his hand back in his wallet. 

"I can't take that much from you, Randy," Jared 
said. "I'll take a loan off my first pay." 

"You ain't gittin' paid," Lingham said. "Not till you 
learn the work, an’ that'll take a few weeks." 

"Whatta I have to learn?" 

"You ride?" Jared shook his head. "That's three or 
four days right there." 

"Take it, Jared," Randy insisted. 

"Thanks, Randy." Jared looked as if he were about 
to cry. 

"What about your box of papers?" Randy asked. 
"You said the evidence is in there, if you ever make up 
your mind to go after those bastards." 

"Keep it for me. I'll see you again. You'll call the 
ranch to check up on me, won't you?" 

"Sure I will. And here's the number of my house in 
Cleveland. There's a machine. I call in for my messages 
every so often. And what about the... you know... also in 
the box." 

"Keep that too. To remember me by. It wouldn't be 
a good idea, me hanging on to it here, now would it?" 

Randy smiled and shook his head. "Guess not. Give 
me a hug, kid." 
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Ok Ok ok 


Jared followed Lingham back to the room where 
he'd spent the night with Randy. 

"Gotta strip the beds, then git ya set up," Lingham 
said. "They put you in with me. Hope that's okay." 

"T'd like that." 

Lingham looked at the crumpled, cum-stained 
sheets of their last sex together. "This goes in the laundry," 
he said, "an' quick. We'll hang on to the others to make up 
yer bed in my room." His tone was neutral and 
businesslike, and he pretended not to notice what he 
obviously knew they'd been up to. Jared couldn't tell if sex 
with Jack was in the cards, but he could tell now was not 
the time to make a move on him. 

They got a cot out of the storeroom at the end of the 
hall and carried it to Jack's room. "Where d'ya wannit put," 
he asked, "under the platform or on the other wall across 
from me?" 

"Wherever." 

"Across from me, then, where I kin keep an eye on 
ya. I emptied the bottom draw fer ya; that oughta be enough 


fer now. Ya don't have much to put away. Oh, an' git outta 
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them shorts an' put on yer jeans. Ya got jeans, doncha?" 

Jared nodded. 

"Ya cain't ride a horse wearin’ shorts, at least not to 
learn in, an' ya don' wanna be in shorts when yer up in the 
saddle all day neither. Rub yer legs raw on the saddle and 
burn 'em in the sun." 

Jared got ready to change, feeling Jack's on eyes on 
him. Did it mean he was interested? 

"An' be sher to put on underwear," Jack told him. 
"If you ain't never rode, yer gonna git bounced around a 
lot." 

No, he guessed his staring could mean anything. 
"Boxers okay?" 


"S what I wear." 


Learning to ride was fun. Jack showed him how to 
get up on a horse and how to hold the reins, then he walked 
him around the corral a few times and had him go around a 
few more on his own. He made the horse trot and then 
canter. Jared had never heard of cantering before. 

When Lingham thought he was steady enough, he 
took him out on the range. They rode far out to an empty 
stretch that was mostly level, and Lingham had him turn 


the horse this way and that while he sat on his own horse 
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and watched him do it. 

They practiced going fast. Jared got bumped around 
a lot and his bottom suffered a few hard jolts. They tried 
galloping, but Jared didn't feel sure of his balance and 
leaned forward to hold on to his horse's mane. Jack stopped 
and had him dismount. 

"Yer not ready fer that yit. Gotta have more 
confidence." He winked at Jared. "We don't wancha gittin' 
into no bad habits, do we?" 

He showed Jared how to tie his horse to a bush, and 
they sat down in the grass. He told him about all the things 
he'd have to do on a horse and explained how well he'd 
have to ride before he could try them. "We'll go out an' 
practice ridin' every day this week." 

By the time they finished their chat Jared felt a lot 
more comfortable being with Jack and a lot less 
apprehensive about hiring on. He stood up, stretched and 
looked around, surveying the place where he'd be living for 
who knew how long. Lingham came up to him and rubbed 
his backside in a non-sexual way. 

"Too sore to ride back?" 

"T'll be okay." 

Back at the stable, Jack showed him how to take off 
the saddle, rub down his horse and attach her feed bag. He 
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spent the rest of the afternoon learning to groom the other 
horses that had been left in the stable that day and how to 


assert himself with the feisty ones. 


Kk Ok Ok 


Joe from Nevada got back late and was the last one 
in the showers. He was gratified to see Jared there. That the 
kid would be staying on at the ranch more than made up for 
the shit job Ida had given him today. 

"So ya decided to become a cowboy, kid," he said. 
"Know who yer bunkin' with?" 

"With me," Jack said. 

So the scenario had already been written and he 
wasn't part of it. He would be; he'd see to that. Better keep 
his eye on Lingham, though. He'd find out soon enough if 
anything was going on between them an' make big trouble 
for 'im if there was. If not, the kid would come round 
sooner or later, prob'ly sooner. He'd been that trucker's boy 
toy, so he was easy pickin's. Not so cute like Otis, but a 
helluva lot more experienced an' a damn good fuck fer sure. 
Hadn't had much young ass since Otis, an' that'd been years 
an' years ago. 


He kept away from them at supper and sat where he 
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could watch without them seeing him at it. 

"Let's us turn in early," Lingham said to the kid, "I 
bet yer dog tired, an' yer butt must be sorer'n hell." 

The cowboys laughed, and Joe pricked up his ears. 
"Whatcha been doin! with 'im, Jack?" one of them teased. 

"Teachin' 'im to ride. Teachin's harder work than 


you think, Willy. I'm dead beat too." 


Kk Ok k 


They left the others to their evening games and 
gossip, and went back to Jack's room after dinner. 

"Got jammies?" Lingham asked. 

Jared shook his head. 

"Then sleep naked. You'll need yer underwear fer 
when yer on yer horse, an' they only do laundry once a 
week. How much you got?" 

"Enough for a week." 

"That's good, ‘cause mine 'd slide right offa ya an’ 
ya'd git all tangled up. That's worse than not havin' none on 
when yer in the saddle." 

Jared was naked. He hesitated. "Mind if I climb up 
and have a look at your loft?" 


Jack smiled. "Be my guest." 
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Lingham helped him climb back down. He hadn't 
taken off a thing. "Well, what is it?" he asked. "It looks like 
you wanna say something." 

Jared turned bright red. "There's so much room up 
there. I was thinking maybe I could sleep there too... with 
you." Lingham just looked at him intently without saying 
anything. "I mean I, er... Well, I sort of got used to 
company being with Randy. I can hardly remember what 
it's like sleeping alone. You're not mad at me, are you? I 
know what it sounds like, but... Look, if you don't want to, 
that's okay." 

"Jes! thinkin'." 

"What about?" 

"Considerin’ it." 

Randy had pretty much invited him to take over in 
any way he wanted, an' the kid was more'n willin'. Sex was 
a bonus he'd had in the back of his mind, but hadn't counted 
on. Better him than someone else. An' the kid must give a 
million dollar blowjob, among other things. "Sher all ya 
wanna do is sleep?" he asked. 

"You don't have—" 

Grinning, Lingham cupped his hand under Jared's 
balls and pinched his nipple. Jared's face lit up with a big 


smile. "That's okay too," he said. "More than okay." 
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Yeah, it'd be good all right. 

"We take precautions," Lingham warned. "Yer bed 
gotta look like it's been slept in. We don't want the other 
guys talkin’. Nobody knows but us, get it?" 

"If you think that's important." 

"It's more'n important. What we do in this room 
stays in this room, an' outside of it ya watch yer ass. If ya 
don't, it means trouble fer both of us. Do I have yer word 
on it?" 

Jared nodded his head, his expression serious. 

"Now, you sher yer up to it tonight? Ass ain't too 
sore?" 

"I can take it. Only hurts on the outside." 

"Cocky little cuss, ain't ya? Well, if yer too sore in 
the mornin' we'll put off the ridin’ lessons fer a day an' go 


into town to spend that money Randy gave ya." 


That night it was the horse that gave the lessons, 
and Lingham learned more than he'd bargained for. He'd 
fooled around with men before somewhat, but Jared... 
Dammit, the kid was reason enough to turn gay. He could 
live with bein' gay if it meant havin' sex with him. He drew 
forth sexual pleasure from places where Lingham didn't 


think anyone could feel sexual pleasure and liked getting 
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fucked so much he wouldn't be surprised if was tryin’ it 
hisself before long. Him, Jack Lingham, of all people! The 
things Jared said when he come on to him seemed like less 
of a cover-up now. It seemed natural to snuggle up and fall 
asleep together after sharin’ what they'd shared. 

He only had one misgiving: was it safe, doin’ it 
without protection, like they had? Safe enough, he 
supposed, if it was jist him and Jared, and he meant to keep 


him all to himself. 


x OK k Ok 


Jared lay with his head on Jack's chest and his arm 
around him, Jack's strong arm draped over his shoulder and 
hugging him close to him. Jack was safe, just like Randy, 
and he was also the most beautiful man Jared had ever 
seen. He didn't have Randy's touch, but his time with 
Randy had taught Jared that sex with a regular partner only 
gets better as you get to know each other's bodies and 
pleasure points and feel more at ease with him. Lingham 
couldn't have had much experience with men, if any, so it 
was no surprise he was a little clumsy. He hadn't hurt him, 
though—his ass didn't feel too banged up to handle a few 


hours on a horse the next day—and he'd catch on quickly. 
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Having sex was a lot more natural than horse riding. 
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~3~ 


Randy spent the next two days resting up in Great 
Falls, missing Jared and feeling guilty about what he had 
kept back from Lingham. He'd started to tell him, but "I 
don't want to know about it," the man had said. He should 
have insisted, shouldn't left him the dark. The kid carried a 
lot of excess baggage. 

Was it all true, though, what Jared had told him? It 
seemed incredible, melodramatic; the kid must've 
embroidered some, probably a lot. Some of it he believed— 
getting thrown out because he was gay, the abuse at the 
shelter, running away—he'd seen all that before. As for the 
cops picking him up for breaking curfew and locking him 
up, yeah, things like that happened. That bit about the 
bikers at the truck stop gang banging him every night? 
Well, maybe. 

But the rest? Two cops blindfolding him and taking 
him to a storeroom in the cellar where they put a gag in his 
mouth and... No, they wouldn't have let him go after that, 
wouldn't have trusted him to keep his mouth shut no matter 
what they threatened him with. On the other hand, where'd 
he get that shoe box with what he called his proof, the 


police reports and the dildo they used on him? 
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He opened the box of official-looking documents 
and read through them, thinking he'd learn something more 
about what had really happened. If anything had happened. 
They had nothing to do with Jared at all. The papers were 
all about some moron who'd been charged with leaving 
dildos in people's mailboxes in some upscale neighborhood 
in Connecticut. At least he assumed they were dildos. 
"Larger-than-life three-dimensional representations of 
human body parts" was how the documents described them. 
Connecticut. Was that where the kid was from? 

The toy he and Jared had played with must have 
been one of them, whether or not the police had hurt him 
with it. On the other hand, if they hadn't, how the fuck had 
this so-called evidence fallen into his hands and why else 
had he taken such pains with it? It couldn't have been easy 
carrying it with him all that time. How had he managed to 
keep it from the bikers? 

He went over Jared's story in his head, incident by 
incident. The kid had said he figured they'd taken him to 
where they kept the cold case files because there were 
shelves packed tight with boxes from floor to ceiling. The 
dildo was in one of those boxes. And after they used it on 
him, the cops had sex with each other, or so he guessed 


from the noises they were making. The whole thing 
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sounded more than a little farfetched. 

But that wasn't all Jared told him. 

"What do we do with the kid?" one cop had asked, 
and the other answered, "Leave that to me." 

"Not with your own gun. It'll be traced. Use this." 
Jared heard him take down another box. "Better get rid of 
this, too." 

They took off the blindfold and gave him the box to 
carry. "March," the older cop said, "and don't try anything. 
Walk in front of me." 

He took Jared to the squad car and drove out into 
the country. At least fifty miles, Jared thought. He pulled 
off to the side and forced Jared to walk off into the woods 
till they came to a swamp. More like a pond, the way Jared 
described it. 

Jared expected to be shot, but the cop heaved the 
gun way out into the pond and said, "You're lucky. My 
partner would've killed you. Now make yourself scarce." 


And he left him there. 


"You don't believe me, do you?" Jared had asked. "I 
can prove it. It's all in the box, see?" 
Inside was a blue dildo on top of a pile of papers. 


"Why the hell'd you hang on to it?" Randy asked 
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doubtfully. 

"Doncha understand? It's evidence. So I can prove 
what they did to me." 

"You're nuts! Do you think they'd write up a report? 
Have you read what's in there?" 

Jared shook his head. "Why else would they dump 
it?" 

The more Randy thought about it, the less likely it 
seemed. Hitching across country carrying a box of police 
reports and a dildo. 

Randy picked up the dildo and studied it. It 
reminded him of Jared, and not only because the kid gave it 
to him. Randy had used it on him once. Only once. Toys 
weren't really his thing, but Jared had asked him to when 
the last condom in the box tore while he was putting it on. 

"You sure about this? After what you told me—" 

"I don't want to think about it," Jared had said, his 
face clouding over, but when Randy reached to put it back 
in the box, he'd grabbed his arm. "I'm not afraid of you 
hurting me." 

When Randy still hesitated, he said, "It wasn't the 
dildo's fault." Randy chuckled at that. 

"Please," Jared begged. "It's what I want." 


Randy gave in, but he went about it cautiously. Too 
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cautiously, in fact. Jared kept pressing him to shove it in 
harder. 

Now, remembering their hot times in the back of his 
truck, he ran his thumb up the underside of the sex toy. It 
looked a lot like Jared's cock—the shape was right, 
especially the head—only a little bigger. Randy chuckled. 
And a lot bluer. 

How was the boy making out at the ranch, and what 
use was he making of his dick there, if any? He hoped he'd 
done the right thing. 


Ok Ok k 


On his second day in Great Falls, Randy got a call 
from the company that hired his rig. His two weeks' 
vacation was almost two months overdue, and they wanted 
him to take it now. He nearly had a fit. He was over 
eighteen hundred miles from home, a good four days' drive, 
so he'd only have a week and a half of the vacation time 
they were paying him for, and he'd have to pay for his own 
gas on top of it. He pointed out that he'd been ready to take 
his vacation when he was up for it, and he'd only agreed to 
deliver another load for them because they said no one else 


would take it and had pleaded with him to bail them out. 
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Then they kept giving him loads that took him farther and 
farther away from home. 

"T'll see what we can do," his boss said. "I'll call 
back tonight or tomorrow morning." 

"You can pay for my gas and those four extra days I 
have to drive and start counting my vacation time when I 
get to Cleveland, that's what you can do," he fumed. 

"I said I'll see what we can do. Maybe we can find a 
load for you to pick up somewhere that'll bring you closer 
to Ohio." 

His boss called back the next morning. They'd 
found a load of air-conditioners to deliver to Winston- 
Salem. 

"That's almost twenty-five hundred miles from 
here!" 

"But it's less than four-fifty from where you live. 
Look, it's the best we could do. Besides, there's a chance 
we'll be able to find another load close to Winston-Salem 
that'll get you right into Cleveland or not too far from there. 
I'd say Pittsburgh's the worst-case scenario, and that's less 
than a hundred fifty miles away. 

"Let me look at the map and get back to you." 

"TIl give you two hours to make up your mind. And 


it's take it or leave it." 
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"Don't you think I want to get back to my boys?" 

"Then we should be able to work out some sort of 
compromise, shouldn't we?" 

Randy didn't need to look at the map. He had 
something else to think about. If he took Highway 200 back 
to I-94 and followed it till joined with I-90, it wasn't much 
longer than taking I-90 all the way to Illinois, and he could 
stop off at the ranch to make sure things were working out 
with Jared. If they weren't, then he'd bring him home where 
he could stay with Zach and the others. He'd fit right in, 
and Zach would keep the kid in line while he was on the 
road. 

What if Jared didn't want to go with him? Would he 
be hurt? A little maybe, if it was because he had something 
going on with Lingham, but he wouldn't be jealous. Jared 
was like the stray dog that follows you home, then wanders 
off again and attaches itself to a new master. And he was 
forty years older than the boy. Lingham was ten or fifteen 
at the most. 

He phoned his boss and proposed the alternate 
route. 

"Won't work. The load's in Helena." 

That was on the Interstate system, just about an 


hour north of I-90. Swinging by the ranch would be too 
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much of a detour. Well, it was high time he saw for himself 
how his boys were doing. He crossed his fingers about 
Jared and set off down I-15 towards Helena. There was still 
time to take on the load today, and he could set out for 


North Carolina first thing in the morning. 
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PART III. THE JORDAN MUSEUM OF EROTIC ART 


~]~ 


Some two years before Jared hitched a ride with 
Randy in the parking lot of the diner, and more than twice 
as long after Otis had given up hope Joe would ever come 
back to him, Lawrence Jordan flew to Philadelphia to 
attend a silent auction. He had seen the auction advertised 
in a mail-order catalogue, one of the catalogues that came 
to him discreetly wrapped in brown paper so no one would 
know what it contained. He was intrigued, not to say 
incredulous. An auction devoted to sexual rarities—who 
had ever heard of such a thing? He was also tempted. A 
silent auction allowed him a certain degree of anonymity. 
People would not actually see him bid; he need only write 
his name. Only the organizers would know what face went 
with it. And Philadelphia was but a short train ride from 
where he lived. 

Jordan had spent a good deal of his hard-earned 
money amassing a very valuable private collection of 
sexual artifacts, though many pieces in it were not worth 
much. It was located on the top floor of his home, a Cape 


Cod house but with the full attic of a Dutch Colonial. He 
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called the attic his museum because he kept every item 
neatly displayed and labeled. Few people knew of its 
existence, however, and even fewer ever visited it, so one 
could scarcely call them exhibits. He had to keep it a secret 
because he lived in a quiet and very respectable 
Connecticut suburb. It was an ultra-conservative 
neighborhood, and he had his reputation to consider. 
Everyone knew him as a modest, polite gentleman with a 
distinctly bland personality, and so he was, his fascination 
with erotica notwithstanding. 

The ground floor of the house consisted of a living 
room, a formal dining room, his library, the kitchen, and a 
full bath. The first two were furnished in the modern 
Scandinavian style, with abstract prints on the wall. The 
library, with its wall-to-wall bookshelves from floor to 
ceiling filled with expensive art books, had only an 
armchair, a floor lamp and a coffee table topped with that 
month's magazines—not the catalogues—by way of 
furniture. Jordan had done nothing to redecorate the 
kitchen, and its nineteen-fifties look contrasted sharply with 
the other rooms. 

The upstairs, made up of his bedroom and a guest 
bedroom, each with its own television, another office he 


used as a computer room, and another full bath, was 
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furnished in a more homey style. He kept it neat and 
uncluttered. A trapdoor in the hall ceiling pulled down into 
a staircase of unfinished wood leading up to the attic 
museum. The rest of his sedate, tasteful home gave not a 
clue as to what one would find up there, a hodgepodge of 
gay erotica from all over the globe housed in a single 
immense room that ran the length and breadth of the house. 
There were windows at each end, and the walls sloped 
inward some five feet above the floor, following the slant 
of the eaves. 

The first thing to strike the eye when one came into 
the attic was the enormous four-poster bed placed in the 
middle of the floor with a mirror above it. From each 
corner of the bed—a Southeast Asian artifact from the 
middle of the last century—rose a hand-carved pillar in the 
form of a penis, no two alike. The headboard had been 
carved in bas-relief that represented men engaged in a 
variety of sexual acts, inlaid with a variety of woods to give 
it a mottled appearance. Closer inspection revealed that the 
surface of each penis pillar was intricately sculpted with 
numerous small penises, also in bas-relief like the 
headboard. A quilt, each square of which depicted some 
gay scene, covered the mattress, and across the top of the 


bed lay a pink bolster shaped like an enormous penis with a 
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few silk cushions in the form of male buttocks tastefully 
arranged in front of it. Over the headboard hung another 
large mirror in a matching wood frame sculpted with 
matching penises. A black boy—naked, of course—holding 
himself perfectly still on his hands and knees at the foot of 
the bed turned out to be an inlaid ebony bench, and the two 
bums shoved up in the air on either side of him and half- 
exposed by a slit in the sarongs that covered them were 
hassocks. To one side of the bed was a long table with a 
mosaic top copied from the floor of the baths in a villa in 
ancient Pompeii with a series of shelves and compartments 
built in underneath. There Jordan stored his collection of 
vintage magazines. (Erotica, not pornography—the models, 
posed suggestively and scantily clad, were not engaged in 
sexual acts.) However, the marble ashtray on the top of the 
table, so translucent it seemed to breathe, was frankly 
obscene, more obscene than the mosaic. The lascivious 
figures it depicted performing unspeakable acts sported 
organs whose exaggerated proportions surpassed the 
massive dangling or protruding phalluses of the primitive 
African sculptures beneath the windows at each end of the 
room. 

Along the wall behind the bed hung a series of 


exquisite black and white photographic portraits of male 
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nudes, all beautifully finished and framed. None of the men 
had bulging muscles or assumed an athletic pose, nor did 
any of them sport erections. In fact, in most, their genitals 
were not visible. By contrast, the artwork on the wall across 
from the bed, divided into four sections, was quite explicit, 
and the ceiling was papered over with a pattern of 
wallpaper one would not think could be bought anywhere. 
The track lighting showed off everything to its best 
advantage. 

Directly across from the bed stood a large armoire, 
sculpted with fauns, satyrs and athletes in the Hellenic 
style. Its reflection filled the mirror over the headboard. 
Stored inside were some gaudily sequined women's outfits 
that belonged to a famous drag queen as well as Jordan's X- 
rated magazines and videos and a TV for viewing them. 
Jordan used to keep it locked for months on end until the 
urge to watch porn hit him without warning and he slipped 
in a video. Then for a while barely a night would go by 
without his viewing two or three of them. 

On either side of the armoire, a set of shelves 
divided each half-wall into two equal parts, making four in 
all, each section displaying a different type of art. The 
shelves to the right housed his most curious pieces apart 


from the furniture, and those to the left were filled with 
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sexual enhancers and items actually used in sex (though not 
by him), except the bottommost shelf, which held turn-of- 
the-century catalogues for ordering such goodies. Only the 
shelf directly above it gave the impression of clutter—his 
"miscellany" shelf, full of silly knickknacky novelties like 
salt and pepper shakers and an X-rated chess set. 
Otherwise, every picture, every artifact, was neatly 
arranged by category with a printed label. The meticulous 
care the owner of these curios put into organizing his 
collection attested to his anal-retentive personality. 

Against all expectation, Lawrence Jordan was not 
perpetually horny nor did he lead a wild or even active sex 
life. That no more describes him than it does the dried up 
old codger who sits looking bored all day behind the cash 
register of his sex shop. This is not to imply that he had no 
sex drive whatever. He was very much attracted to other 
men and easily aroused. Nor was he a virgin, having 
sampled most, although not all flavors of vanilla in his 
teenage years and early twenties, but it had always been the 
other fellow who initiated it, for he was by nature shy and 
extremely cautious and felt uncomfortable making the first 
move. Now in his mid-thirties (though he could have 
passed for ten years younger or older), he would not take 


the risk of going home with a stranger or bringing one to 
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his house, much less of having sex in a public place. So he 
repressed his desires, which he sublimated into his 
collection, or when sublimation proved inadequate, 
released into his right hand. 

Had Jordan been more daring, he would have had 
no difficulty finding partners. Despite his slight build and 
somewhat mousy appearance, he was not unhandsome, 
with curly red hair and the suggestion of a twinkle in his 
grey eyes. He was soft spoken and easy to engage in 
conversation provided one did not begin by propositioning 
him or immediately plunge into the topic of sex. Quite a 
few men would have found his very nervousness attractive 
and would not have regretted their choice if they made it as 


far as the bedroom. 


xok Ok k 


Jordan felt distinctly out of place at the auction. He 
had dressed casually in slacks and a nicely ironed shirt, 
whereas everyone else there seemed to be either dirty old 
men who took no care of their appearance or young, 
heavily tattooed, rough-looking types in torn jeans. Judging 
by the items that interested them, all were heterosexual. 


Moreover, to call it an auction of sexual rarities had been 
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misleading. Most of the items up for bidding were things 
any run-of-the-mill adult novelty store might have in stock. 

There was one item, however, that caught his eye: a 
five-inch-long figurine, distinctly primitive and downright 
unattractive, unlike any other object there. By no stretch of 
the imagination could one say it resembled a penis. It didn't 
look like anything at all, or rather it did look like anything 
at all—absolutely anything, depending on the angle one 
viewed it from, much as clouds change their shape as the 
wind blows them along. Moreover, it was formed and 
balanced in such a way that, despite its rounded contours 
(there was not a single flat surface or sharp angle on it) one 
could set it down in a dozen different positions and it 
wouldn't fall over. A good thing, for it would certainly have 
shattered if it did. It was made of some kind of fragile, 
crumbly ceramic or baked earth, painted a bright orange 
and covered with a shiny, transparent glaze. A mishmash of 
Mexican-themed figures drawn by a childish hand littered 
its surface in no apparent order: small cacti, suns, 
sombreros, lizards and an unidentifiable something, all 
outlined in black and colored solid yellow, chalky white or 
a nauseating, bright lime green. Whatever it was, one could 
not have used it as a sex toy. The label identified it as a 


cojonicoitl. 
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Fascinated, Jordan wondered how he would display 
such a curiosity if he acquired it. In front of a mirror, 
certainly, to show it from several sides at once. He glanced 
at the bidding sheet, saw the opening bid was easily 
affordable, quickly jotted down his name and moved on to 
the other entries. He gave no further thought to the 
mysterious object, forgot he had bid on it, and when the 
bidding closed two hours later, discovered to his 
amazement that he had become the proud owner of an 
authentic Mexican cojonicoitl. 

A murmur arose among the attendees when he 
stepped forward to retrieve his purchase. He had hoped to 
go unnoticed. Foolish of him, but he couldn't back down. 
He would only attract more attention and people would 
most likely remember his name if they heard it called 
twice. Blushing to the roots of his red hair, Jordan hurriedly 
wrote a check, too embarrassed to ask exactly what it was 
he had bought, and carried it back to his seat to have a 
closer look at it. 

Seen from one angle, Jordan's latest acquisition 
looked like a spoon, a spool of thread with a handle or 
crank on it, a cluster of grapes, or something else entirely; 
from another, it looked more like a rotary lawn mower or 


an elf carrying a sack or toys or a cock (of the barnyard 
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poultry variety); from another like a samovar or a peon 
taking his afternoon siesta. It took a while for him to realize 
that no matter which way he turned it, there was always one 
angle from which, if one stretched one's imagination far 
enough, it did vaguely—but only vaguely—suggest a penis. 

"Excuse me." 

Jordan looked up and saw a man he hadn't noticed 
before smiling down at him, probably the only other 
respectable-looking person there, impeccably groomed and 
dressed in a business suit. He looked to be in his fifties, 
clean shaven, with a shock of steel-grey hair, a broad 
forehead, and a long but very handsome nose between 
wide-set, steel-blue eyes. 

"Yes?" 

"I was wondering if I might have a look at your 
cojonicoitl." 

"By all means." 

The man sat down next to him and took the figurine 
in his hands. He examined it with exaggerated care, turning 
it this way and that. For the most part, he merely shrugged 
after he had peered at it for a long while from a particular 
angle, unable to decide if it looked like anything and, if so, 
what, but he did chuckle softly once or twice at the view 


presented him. He had a pleasant laugh. At length he 
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handed it back to Jordan and said, shaking his head, "I hope 
you won't take this personally, but I can't say I think much 
of it. The drawings are sloppily done, and the firing 
distinctly amateurish. Of course a specialist in primitivism 
might disagree with me. More to the point, the artist 
obviously did not take all the angles into consideration, and 
I suspect many of its trompe-l'wil qualities are entirely 
accidental. I trust you didn't spend too many pesos on it... 
Just between us, of course." 

"I got it for the starting bid." 

"Then there's no harm done. They were asking a lot 
of money for it when it first showed up at the auction 
several years ago, but there've been no takers, and the price 
has gone steadily down." 

"You've been to these before?" 

"Every year. I don't know why I bother; all you ever 
find here is overpriced cheap trash. But I have to. It's my 
job," the man stated without further explanation. "You 
know what it is?" 

Jordan assumed he meant his line of work. "No. 
Please tell me." 

"I would if I knew. I asked you in earnest. Frankly, 
I haven't the slightest idea, and I doubt anybody has." 


Realizing that the man was talking about the 
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figurine, Jordan asked, "Then why put it up for auction 
here?" 

"Because it's a cojonicoitl, or supposed to be one... 
whatever that is. You see, cojones is a crude Spanish word 
for testicles. I presume coitl needs no explanation." 

Jordan shook his head. "Have you ever been to 
Mexico?" the man continued. 

"No, I haven't." 

"Well, take my word for it that what Mexican men 
have between their legs looks nothing like this." 

"I don't imagine it does," Jordan replied, blushing. 

"A feeble attempt at humor," the stranger explained 
with a wink. "May I ask what you plan to do with it?" 

"I bought it for my collection." 

"Ah, a collector! Do you own many pieces?" 

"Several hundred." 

"Several hundred! Now, that is interesting! I'm 
surprised we haven't met before, Mr...." 

"Jordan—Lawrence Jordan. Are you also a 
collector?" 

"No, not personally, but I do take a professional 
interest in such things. I would consider it an honor if you 
allowed me to see what you have. My card." The man took 


a calling card from his shirt pocket. "The name's 
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Peckering," he said, handing it to Jordan with a little bow. 
"Where do you keep your collection?" 

"At my home in Connecticut," Jordan said, glancing 
at the card: Brutus Peckering, appraiser of objets d'art. 

"Why, that's not far at all! I could easily arrange the 
trip. That is, if you're willing to show it to me. Are all your 
pieces of a sexual nature? No reason to feel embarrassed if 
they are. Those are precisely the kinds of objets d'art I 
specialize in." 

Jordan nodded. 

"Excellent! Male, female, or both?" 

Jordan hung his head. "Male," he mumbled. Then, 
trying to make light of it, he added, "With the possible 
exception of a recently purchased cojonicoitl." 

"If not a piece of erotica, I'd at least call it a piece of 
luck. But for it, we would not have met. But you still 
haven't told me if I can see your collection." 

"With the greatest pleasure, Mr. Peckering. To tell 
the truth, I have no idea how much my pieces are worth. A 
man of your background and experience—" 

"Why, certainly. I'll be only too happy to provide an 
estimate free of charge in return for the privilege of seeing 
what you own. But that will require more than a cursory 


inspection, and several hundred items..." He did a quick 
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calculation on his fingers. "I'd need to stay three or four 
days, maybe more." 

"As my guest," Jordan cut in. "No, I insist. I have a 
spare bedroom. It's unthinkable you should have to pay for 
a hotel." 

"Then it's settled," Peckering said, offering his hand 
to shake. "I need to consult my calendar before we set a 
date and will probably have to do a bit of rescheduling as 
well. When would be most convenient for you?" 

"I'm free whenever. I have no commitments in the 
foreseeable future." 

"Then let me have your phone number and I'll call 
you as soon as I know when I'll be free. Will you join me 


for dinner?" 


When he got home, Jordan put his cojonicoitl with 
the dildos and vibrators on the top shelf, displayed so its 
penile incarnation would be most apparent when viewed 
head on, although it also looked very like a whale and, 
when seen as a reflection in the mirror behind the shelf, like 
a rabbit. Once the novelty of his new acquisition had worn 
off, he gave it little thought except when he remembered 
the appraiser's forthcoming visit or, his eye falling upon it 


in a distracted moment, jarred by a sudden awareness of its 
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It left him feeling uneasy in an indefinable sort of 


way. 
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They arranged Mr. Peckering's visit for the first 
week in April. After he had set his bags down in the guest 
bedroom, Jordan escorted him to his attic sanctuary without 
further ado, eager to hear a professional's appraisal. "I've 
made you a floor plan so you can find everything easily," 
he said. 

"That's very thoughtful of you. Is there a catalogue 
as well?" 

"No, just an inventory on my laptop. Just a list, 
really. Provenance, date, etc. No descriptions." 

Turning his head in every direction to size up the 
collection, Peckering gave an admiring whistle. "Oh, my!" 
he exclaimed, and headed straight for the bed. He ran his 
hand over the one of the posts, carefully inspecting the 
carvings. "A very valuable piece," he declared. "Quite 
beautiful, of excellent quality, and very well preserved. The 
work is exquisite. I'd say 1860 at the very latest, probably 
the 30s or 40s. Burmese, I would guess, or possibly 
Laotian." 

"Actually, it's from Indonesia." 

"Then it must come from a community of ethnic 


Burmese who had recently settled there, or perhaps a 
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wealthy member of the ruling class commissioned a 
Burmese sculptor to carve it." 

"The quilt is lovely too, don't you agree?" 

"It is indeed. Some modern embroiderer with a keen 
sense of irony has done a superb job of imitating the early 
New England style. Were it not for the subject matter, one 
would take it for authentic. On the other hand, I don't think 
much of the cushions, though they may well be period 
pieces." 

"They are—late Victorian. But you're right, they 
have no artistic merit. Clearly meant as a childish novelty, 
not for actual use in the home, and rather crudely done. But 
they go well with the quilt, I think. Even the color is right." 

"That Mexican piece you bought at the auction, 
where do you keep it?" 

"With the phallic representations. Most of them will 
not interest you, I'm sure," he said in an attempt to excuse 
himself. "I include them as examples of the infinite variety 
of penile forms created to titillate the public, but they're just 
dildos really, no different from what you'd find in an X- 
rated novelty store." 

"Then why don't we look at those last, Mr. Jordan? 
There's so much of interest here. Shall we begin with the 


paintings?" 
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"I've put my Oriental collection on the right side of 
the armoire—" 

"Yes, and Western art on the left. You indicate that 
on the floor plan. Quite handy, but no comparison with a 
personal guided tour. I feel honored." 

Jordan managed to answer without stammering, 
"My privilege, Mr. Peckering." He was unused to flattery 
and nervous at the prospect of showing off his collection. 

"Show me the Western art first, please." 

Next to the armoire were a half-dozen erotic 
eighteenth-century French engravings, and to the left of 
them late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century works, 
including a Wyeth. 

"Why, this is an original!" Peckering exclaimed, not 
hiding his surprise. 

"My only oil painting. The others are prints, except 
for my French engravings and the Japanese watercolors. 
And all the lithographs are numbered." 

"Your collection is worth a fortune, Mr. Jordan. I 
trust you have everything insured?" 

"I know I ought to, but I haven't dared," Jordan said, 
embarrassed. 

"Why in Heaven's name not?" 


"I'd have to bring in an appraiser. What would he 
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think?" 

"He'd think you own a very valuable collection." 

"Not of it. Of me." 

"Im an appraiser, Mr. Jordan, and I find you 
respectable in every way. I do see you what you mean, 
however. Why not use my estimate to procure insurance? I 
should have to charge you, of course, since it will mean 
going through everything item by item and I'll be working 
in an official capacity, but it will be worth it. An 
investment as substantial as yours ought to be protected." 

"You work for an insurance company?" 

"No, privately. But the companies that insure the 
museums I'm associated with accept my estimates without 
question." 

"I don't know how to thank you." 

"It will be my pleasure. We'll have to put it off for 
now, though. I don't have time to examine and write up a 
detailed description of everything, not to mention 
photographing it all. We could compile a catalogue at the 
same time and publish it. I'm sure it would bring in quite a 
tidy sum in royalties." 

"Publish it? Where?" 

"Almost any of the museums I work with would be 


interested. We wouldn't include the sex toys, of course." 
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"I don't know. I wouldn't want my name on it, you 
understand, even without the sex toys." 

"That's entirely up to you," Peckering said. "I'd be 
the author and the owner of the collection could remain 
anonymous. Think about it, Mr. Jordan. You needn't decide 
until I return to prepare the insurance estimate. Sometime 
after Christmas, perhaps?" 

"Whenever is convenient for you." 

"We'll schedule a definite time later. For now I just 
want to enjoy what you have to show me. Those sketches 
all the way to the left, aren't they also originals?" 

"Yes, but the artist is unknown. They're initialed, 
not signed: A.V." 

"They remind me of Picasso's naughty ink sketches, 
but they're clearly not his." 

"How could they be? Picasso signed all his works." 

"That, and his erotic drawings are exclusively 
heterosexual." 

They crossed to the right of the armoire to admire 
the Japanese watercolors and some photographs of Indian 
and Burmese temple statuary. Peckering declared his 
favorite part of the collection so far had been the Japanese 
watercolors and French engravings. He preferred them even 


to the Wyeth, though they were worth much less. 
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He next examined the artifacts on the shelves below 
the Oriental art. They contained common or luxury 
household items of unquestionably sexual design from 
different times and places: oil lamps, incense burners, 
perfume bottles, vases, drinking cups, tableware, bottle 
openers, letter openers, and so forth, as well as personal 
items like body scrapers, nail files, hand mirrors, amulets 
and jewelry for wearing on one's genitals and on more 
traditional parts of the body. 

"The jewelry is arranged by category," Jordan 
explained, "a separate shelf for every type—buckles, rings, 
pendants, etc. The rest I divided up according to theme 
rather than function." 

"Ah, I was wondering how you had it organized. 
Now I see. On this shelf we have depictions of the male 
body male and masturbation, on this one sodomy, fellatio 
here, and... What exactly do these have in common?" 

"Fetishes." 

"Do you consider rimming a fetish, then?" 

"There are too few of them to have a shelf of their 
own." 

They had spent nearly four hours going over the 
collection and had yet to see the shelves left of the armoire. 


"Aren't you hungry?" Jordan asked. 
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"As a matter of fact, I am. It's after seven and I 
didn't get much to eat on the plane." 

"Of course not! I should have realized that. I'm 
afraid I've been a terrible host. Why didn't you speak up?" 

"Don't blame yourself. You've so many wonderful 
things here I forgot all about my stomach." 

"Well, we've covered the essential exhibits. I can 
show you the rest after dinner." 

"Enhancers?" Peckering said, consulting the floor 
plan. 

"Of sexual pleasure," Jordan explained. 

"In other words, sex toys." 

"Most, but not all. You'll see." 

"I'm sure I shall... after dinner. Are we eating out?" 

"No, I've cooked for us. Everything's ready; I just 
have to reheat it. I hope you like beuf bourguignon." 


"I adore it." 


Ok Ok k 


They had a leisurely dinner and returned to the attic 
for a look at the remaining shelves. 
"There's not much left to see," Jordan said. "I don't 


expect it will take more than half an hour." 
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"What's in the armoire?" 

"Nothing that would interest you. Magazines, 
videos, and a TV with built-in DVD player and VCR. Also 
some clothing. " 

"Sexy undergarments?" 

"No, drag." 

"You cross-dress?" 

Jordan could not believe he had asked that. "I do 
not." 

"No offense intended. May I ask why you have 
them, then?" 

"There's only one outfit. I was told it's from 
Barbette's wardrobe. You've heard of her?" 

"I should say so! That is a collector's item." 

"If I had proof she actually wore it, which I haven't. 
Let me show you the shelves. We can skip the bottom two, 
I think. Just some catalogues from around World War I and 
a batch of knickknacks. Garage sale stuff... if anyone was 
brave enough to set them out where strangers could see 
them." 

"Always good for a laugh, eh?" 

"I wanted my collection to be as complete as 
possible. There are some decks of playing cards and a chess 


set on the same shelf." 
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"Sex toys in the literal sense. But doesn't your chess 
set qualify as a work of art?" 

"This one's plastic. I wish I could find one in ivory 
or maybe ceramic." 

"Or semi-precious stone. Do you play?" 

"You mean chess?" 

"What else could I mean?" 

The other possibility Jordan had in mind was cards. 
Realizing that Peckering had thought he meant sex play, he 
stammered, "A little. I'm not very good." 

"I love to play. I could teach you." 

Jordan assumed the double-entendre was 
unintentional, but it left him speechless. "Tell me how the 
'enhancers' are organized," Peckering said. 

"Chronologically, from the bottom up: primitive, 
Assyrian, Egyptian, ancient Greek and Roman, barbarian, 
medieval, Renaissance, etc—Western to one side and non- 
European to the other. The contemporary items are on the 
top two shelves." 

Peckering lingered a long while over the Greek and 
Roman artifacts. He pronounced many of the primitive 
works to be quite valuable, but not much to his taste. When 
they had viewed all the shelves except the top two, he said, 


"I can think off hand of a couple of museums that would 
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pay handsomely for some of your pieces." 

"You really think so?" 

"I'm sure of it. They use me as a buyer. Yes, I see a 
lot that would go well in certain collections—not so much 
the photographs, but definitely the eighteenth-century 
engravings. One museum in particular would be very 
interested. The executive curator ought to see them." 

"Oh dear, no. I wouldn't dream of asking him here. 
What would he think of the rest of my little museum? Not 
at all respectable, he'd say, some of it downright tacky." 

Peckering smiled. "I doubt that he pays much 
attention to how we choose to furnish our homes, Mr. 
Jordan. A passing interest in kitsch need not indicate lack 
of taste." 

"Not all connoisseurs are as tolerant as you. In any 
case, I wouldn't want to break up my collection. At best, I 
would consider earmarking certain items for some museum 
in my will. The engravings among them." 

"Have you considered opening your collection to 
the public, perhaps by invitation only? Much of it really 
does deserve to be seen." 

"I don't dare. Imagine the uproar it would cause if 
the neighbors found out about it! And then I'd also have 


security to worry about. What if someone broke in and 
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stole something? You don't expect me to hire a guard, do 
you?" 

"You're probably right. Well, now let's see your 
contemporary shelves. They interest me, too. Not as 
artworks, to be sure; rather, as an indication of where your 
tastes lie." 

"I'm afraid they won't tell you much there. This 
being a collection, variety was my sole criterion for 
choosing them." 

Mr. Peckering smiled. "Variety, Mr. Jordan, is the 
spice of life." 

Jordan had not exaggerated in describing his sex 
toys as varied. There were dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, love 
beads, and other anal stimulators on the top shelf, and 
below them cock rings, nipple clips, implants, and similar 
paraphernalia. There were no whips, chains, handcuffs, nor 
anything else one might call an instrument of torture except 
the suggestively and unsuitably decorated male chastity 
belt and rusty circumcision knife among the medieval 
artifacts three shelves down. 

Peckering ignored the lower shelf and focused on 
the insertable items. Although the intended use of each was 
unmistakable, fewer than half were shaped like a real penis, 


and only one of those was flesh colored. 
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"May I handle them or should I only look?" the 
appraiser asked. 

"As you wish." 

Peckering immediately picked up the ugliest of the 
lot, a six-and-a-half-inch, red, penis-like object with a 
morel mushroom glans sticking out of a wealth of rubbery, 
cilia-like tickle fringes totally covering its shaft. 

"That's Frizzy," Jordan said. 

"Frizzy, eh? Do you give them all names? Your 
new Mexican acquisition as well?" 

"Pepe. Everything on this shelf has a name." He 
began pointing them out: "Jojo, Buzz, Dylan, Black 
Beauty, Squirt, Knobby Bobby, Buster the Duster—" 

"Mr. Frizzy is hardly a delight for the eyes," 
Peckering interrupted, "but it wouldn't surprise me if he 
offered the most exquisite stimulation of all." 

Jordan demurred. "I wouldn't know." 

"You don't use them?" Peckering asked 
incredulously. "None of them?" 

Jordan blushed crimson. He had not anticipated 
having to field so personal a question. "Only one," he 
admitted. "Neon, and not anymore. Not for a very long 
time." 


"Let me guess." Peckering pointed to an electric 
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green six-incher. "That's Neon. Do you call it that because 
it glows in the dark?" Jordan nodded. "Not a very 
interesting specimen, I'd say. I suppose you keep it for 
sentimental reasons." 

"It was my first purchase, long before I started 
collecting anything. I was in my teens. It's hard to believe I 
mustered up the nerve to buy it." 

"Touching, that you've kept it all these years." 

"I came close to losing it the day I bought it. My 
mother found it. It must have been the most excruciating 
moment in my life." 

"She didn't throw it away?" 

"I told her it wasn't mine, that a really tough kid had 
lent it to me and he'd beat me up if I didn't give it back. 
After that I hid it, so well I didn't find it again until I was 
cleaning out my room to move to my own place. I packed 
up several cartons of my old toys to give away and found it 
stuffed into my baseball mitt." 

"When you became a man, you gave up childish 
things." 

"Exactly." 

"But aren't these childish, too, in a way?" 

"As I said, I don't use them. I collect them." 


"I stand corrected." 
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Jordan wondered where their conversation was 
leading. He found the man very attractive but didn't dare 
broach the subject of sex. 

"Tell me about the others," the appraiser continued, 
"What do you call this?" 

"Vlad the Impaler." 

It was a black rubber rod without a head or balls, no 
thicker than the average dick but nearly two feet in length. 
"Very apt," Peckering said, and holding it at one end, he 
lifted it from its place on the shelf. Instead of sticking 
straight out it curved and bobbed up and down like a 
spring, which made him chuckle. 

The appraiser next turned his attention to the only 
object besides the cojonicoit] not made of a synthetic 
material. "Cherry?" he asked. 

Jordan was taken aback by the bluntness of his 
question until he realized Peckering was referring to the 
rich reddish-brown color of the wood. "I believe so," he 
said. 

Although unmistakably a penis, the carving 
bordered on the abstract and looked more like a suggestive 
paperweight than a conventional sex toy. Just under five 
inches in length from the base of the scrotum to the tip of 


the glans, it was thick and stubby and had a graceful 
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upward curve, polished smooth and lacquered over to bring 
out the natural grain. 

"Very lovely, very lovely indeed. I wouldn't hesitate 
to call it a work of art. I think you could get a good price 
for it, though I'm quite sure it's contemporary." 

"I bought it almost brand new from the carver about 
two years ago." 

"I know very little about Asian art, but I'd venture to 
say it would fool even an expert appraiser." 

"I tried submitting it to Antiques Roadshow a year 
or so ago." 

"You must be kidding!" 

"I'm not. You should've seen their reaction." 

"I can imagine. What could you have been 
thinking? You didn't seriously entertain the possibility that 
they'd show it on public television, did you? But these 
dildos of yours are quite interesting, you know. I see what 
you mean by variety. I hadn't thought of that before." 

"That ideals of beauty vary from culture to culture 
hardly bears mentioning..." 

"True." 

"...but if we compare these with the African 
statuary, for example, or let's say the Japanese prints, we 


see immediately how concepts of sexual desirability or 
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even functionality differ just as much." 

"The same holds true within a single culture, Mr. 
Jordan. Subcultures tend to differ most radically in what 
they consider erotic. The Mexican piece, in my opinion, 
was just intended as a joke, but the others clearly belong to 
gay culture." 

"Yet see how much variety there is even within the 
gay subculture, from the wildly abstract to the strictly 
representational," Jordan said. 

"Yes, but the dominant theme is undeniably anal 
sex. However, not every person seeks the same stimulation, 
and in all forms of sexual stimulation the visual plays as 
great a role as the tactile. Don't you agree?" 

"Most definitely." 

"What I find most interesting, Mr. Jordan, is how 
each emphasizes or exaggerates some aspect of the 
standard. Quite aside from the color, you understand, 
though color and sheen also have erotic overtones which 
most often coincide with associations the dominant culture 
makes." 

"The standard?" 

"I mean the human penis, any man's penis." 

"Is there such a standard? We all differ, after all, in 


all our features. Would you say there's such a thing as a 
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standard nose or standard ears? It smacks of Aryan pseudo- 
science, if you ask me." 

"Let me show you what I mean. Shall we compare 
them to ourselves...? Assuming you have no objection, Mr. 
Jordan?" 

Without so much as batting an eyelash and with a 
perfectly serious expression on his face, the appraiser 
calmly and matter-of-factly unzipped his pants and pulled 
out a penis of identical length to Jordan's and also pulled 
his scrotum through his fly to expose his entire genital 
package. 

Hiding his self-consciousness as best he could, 
Jordan reciprocated by opening his belt so his trousers fell 
to the floor and pulling his underwear down to his ankles. 
Will he touch me, he thought, or will he ask permission as 
he did with the dildos? 

To Jordan's disappointment, Peckering kept his 
hands to himself, although the manner in which he handled 
himself was distinctly inviting. He proceeded to compare 
their equipment in the most objective manner imaginable, 
avoiding the faintest suggestion of a value judgment. Only 
the dilation of his pupils revealed an enjoyment beyond the 
normal parameters of a serious artistic and anthropological 


discussion. 
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"Seeing our two members side by side, I would say 
that not only is there a standard, but we represent it better 
than anything on your shelves," he said, tucking himself 
back into his trousers and signaling Jordan to follow his 
example. "Now, to compare the copies with the model, I 
think it would be most profitable to consider the realistic 
pieces first. These two are identical in shape and size, made 
of the same material, and both vibrate, which makes me 
wonder what your reason is for owning a duplicate. Remind 
me what their names are." 

"Dylan is the blue one, and Buzz the art deco." 
Buzz was made of clear, high quality silica with a thin 
purple stripe winding up its seven-inch shaft, the silver rod 
of the vibrating mechanism clearly visible inside. 

"If I were you, I'd keep the art deco and trade Dylan 
in for something different." 

"Trade in? I never dreamt anyone would want to 
exchange used sex toys." 

"I thought you said you didn't use them." 

"I don't, but how could anyone be sure of that?" 

"No one can and no one cares. It's done every June 
at the annual swap fair in Miami. So you see, you can 
easily find a replacement and at no expense to yourself 


besides the registration fee, airfare and hotel. And the swap 
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fair is worth every penny. I never miss it, though I wish 
they'd hold it somewhere else. Miami's unbearable in June." 

"There's more to Dylan than meets the eye. He 
vibrates and he waggles, or so the man said. Turn it on and 
see for yourself. I'll put in the batteries." 

"You mean, you haven't tried it? Waggles—now, 
that I'd like to see!" Peckering said. "Put in the batteries. I 
bet Dylan here would give your Frizzy a run for the 
money." 

Jordan inserted two double-A batteries, turned the 
switch, and nothing happened. 

Peckering snorted. "I'd say the man you bought it 
from stiffed you. Is there a warrantee?" 

"Actually, it was a kind of gift," Jordan explained, 
more than a little embarrassed, "and I've had him over a 
year. Besides, he did waggle... used to waggle." 

"Oh, you tested it, then?" 

Jordan blushed to the hairline, afraid Peckering 
would ask for details. "It doesn't matter if he's lost his 
waggle," he hastened to explain, "since I never use 
anything in my collection except the furniture." 

Peckering raised an eyebrow. "None of it?" 

"No." 

"What a pity. I was thinking we might try out..." — 


129 


New Lives Anel Viz 


Jordan's mouth fell open before the man had finished his 
sentence— "...the chess set. Just look at you! What did you 
think I was going to say?" 

er dee 

"After all, neither of us need the circumcision knife 
anymore, do we?" Then turning his attention back to the 
toy collection, Peckering picked up the flesh-colored dildo 
and asked, "What do you call this monster? How big is it? 
Ten inches?" 

"Ten on the button. I call it the Clone because it's 
supposed to be made from a cast of a famous porn star." 

"Supposed to be? They usually are, you know. Let 


me guess." He thought a few seconds and said, "Rodman 


Pierce." 

"That doesn't sound like a guess. Not at all 
tentative." 

"That's just my manner. I'm a professional, 
remember." 

"A professional?" 

"Appraiser." 


"Of that, too?" 
"Gracious, no, but I am a connoisseur, as you may 
have guessed." 


"I have a few videos in my collection, too, about 
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two dozen, though they hardly count—" 

"Why wouldn't they? I won't even try to estimate 
how many men collect that kind of videos." 

"Well, now that you put it that way... And mine are 
nearly all vintage films, too." 

"I expected no less." 

"I was about to say it's possible I have one of his." 

"You mean of Rodman's? Surely you'd know if you 
did. You said you made an inventory." 

"Of the art, artifacts and curios, not the things you 
can pick up in an adult novelty store." 

"Shall we look through them, then? It wouldn't 
surprise me if we found a Rodman Pierce video. He's made 
more than I can count." 

"But most of mine are old." 

"You don't have that many. It won't take much 
effort." 

Rummaging through the DVDs, they found Just 
Can't Get Enough of What I Want starring Rodman Pierce. 
"Not what I'd call vintage, but still a classic," Peckering 
said, "the first time he bottomed in a video. Why don't we 
watch it now?" 

"I usually lie on the bed to watch videos." 


"That's what I thought." 
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"There's a sheet in the armoire I use to cover the 
bolster," Jordan said as he carefully folded the quilt at the 
foot of the bed. "Leaning against it while we watch won't 
hurt it. It's firm and solidly built." 

"It looks very sturdy," Peckering agreed, piling the 
buttock-shaped cushions on the coffee table. 

Jordan took the sheet from the armoire and put the 
disc in his DVD player. When he turned around, he saw 
Peckering had made himself comfortable by stretching out 
naked on his back. He held out the Clone to Jordan. 

"Put him back on his shelf so he can watch himself 
in action in the mirror," he said. "My less impressive 
erection can do without the competition." 

To see Peckering without a stitch of clothing on 
was, to say the least, disconcerting. Jordan had not 
expected his guest would undress for the occasion. He felt 
obliged to acknowledge the man's nudity in such a way as 
not to appear uncomfortable with it. He took the Clone, 
glanced briefly at it, looked back at Peckering, and said, 
"You don't have an erection, but if you did, I'm sure it 
would be..." Words failed him. 

"Adequate?" Peckering suggested. "Yes, it is." He 
sat up while Jordan arranged the sheet over the bolster. 


"Aren't you going to join me?" he asked, and patted the bed 
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in invitation. 

Sooner than risk embarrassing his guest by a 
refusal—assuming Peckering was capable of 
embarrassment—Jordan returned the Clone to its place, 
then removed his clothes and lay down next to him, leaving 
an inch or two between them. 

"Comfy?" Peckering asked. 

"Passably. A little exposed, perhaps." 

"A little? Perhaps?" 

"Completely exposed. Definitely." Then, catching 
the twinkle in Peckering's eye, he lied, "But it doesn't make 
me uncomfortable." 

"Good. Let's watch the video." 

Peckering moved closer so his upper arm was 
touching Jordan's. Jordan pressed the remote. After the 
copyright warning, in place of the usual disco, some soft 
jazz came on, a solo saxophone over a set of drums. 
"Classier than your usual smut," Peckering said. "Speaking 
as an appraiser, of course." 

If not an actual casting of the famous star, the Clone 
was close enough. The DVD played through to the end, but 
they didn't watch all of it. Instead, Jordan responded to 
Peckering's advances and they got too involved with each 


other. 
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The video also differed from "your usual smut" in 
that the introduction went on longer before the sex scenes, 
but once they got underway, it was anything but classier. It 
seemed at first the film would kick off with a lesbian scene, 
and Jordan and Peckering paid more attention to each other 
than the screen, only touching at first, but before long they 
were using their mouths as well. 

Pleasantly distracted by the adequacy of Peckering's 
erection, Jordan quite forgot they were watching a movie. 
Then he heard the Clone's original gasp, "Whattaya got 
there?" looked up to see what was happening, and 
discovered the lesbians had penises. After that, so many 
men fucked Rodman he lost count. 

"I wonder what the Clone thinks about all this," he 
said. 

Jordan thought Peckering would die laughing. 
"Thinks!" 

"Well, the penis he's modeled on isn't being used for 
what he was made for. How on earth can Rodman take such 
a beating?" 

"It probably took a few days to make the video." 

"With a couple of days off between takes." 

Peckering chuckled. "You meant that as an 


exaggeration, didn't you?" 
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"No, seriously." 

"Are you always that tender after you've been 
fucked?" 

"I used to go very slowly with Neon." 

Peckering looked at him in surprise. "This isn't your 
first time, is it?... with a man." 

"No, far from it. I just haven't..." 

Peckering waited for Jordan to finish his sentence 
before he supplied the missing word: "bottomed." Jordan 
nodded sheepishly. "Any particular reason?" 

"Nervousness, I suppose." 

"You've never been curious?" 

"Of course I am." 

"Do you want me to..." 

This time it was Jordan who finished his friend's 
sentence: "to take my virginity?" 

"I was going to say ‘satisfy your curiosity’. If you've 
been with men and played with your toy, you don't have 
much virginity left to take." 

Jordan reflected that sex with Peckering was not 
anonymous sex. They had a lot in common and got on well. 
Nor did he discount Rodman Pierce's howls of pleasure 
emanating from the TV. 


"What's left is yours," he said. 
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"Do you have condoms? Lube?" 

"I never bring men home for sex." 

"Not downstairs, either? Lucky thing I have what 
we need in my briefcase." 

Jordan gritted his teeth and swallowed hard when 
Peckering entered him, but soon he was smiling up at the 
man between his raised legs with an expression one might 


have taken for love. 


OK Ok k 


Peckering woke early, extricated himself from 
Jordan's arms without disturbing his sleep, and tiptoed 
naked around the attic to contemplate the collection. About 
half an hour later, Jordan sat up, rubbed his eyes, and found 
his newfound friend and lover making an inventory of 
videos on his iPad by the open armoire. 

"Quite an interesting collection you have here, 
Larry," he said, "the tapes especially. Less so the DVDs." 

"They're vintage tapes. Didn't you believe me? It's 
been years since I've added to them or watched those I 
have. I was thinking of selling them. I could use the 
armoire for storage as my little collection continues to 


grow. The place is too cluttered already." 
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The appraiser came to sit on the bed and ran his 
fingertips down Larry's chest. "That feels so good, Peck," 
Larry murmured. He'd asked when Peckering had finished 
fucking him last night, "What should I call you? Brutus 
doesn't fit at all." 

"Why not? ‘And Brutus is an honourable man," he 
quoted, affecting a British accent. "But you can call me 
Peck. That fits too, doesn't it? So does Pecker, but please 
don't call me that." 

Now Peck leaned forward and kissed him. "Last 
night was wonderful," he said. 

"Better than wonderful." 

"Can we do it again?" 

"Now?" 

"Gracious, no. I'll want to look at everything a 
second time before I leave and I want to get to know you 
better. As a person, you understand. But we'll make love 
every night for as long as I'm here. I'm very glad you didn't 
get rid of those videos, by the way. Shall we watch another 
tonight?" 

"Do we really need one?" 

Peck shook his head. "You're better than any 
video..." He cupped his hand over Larry's flaccid penis. 


"...and your dick is nicer than the fanciest toy." 
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"The feeling is mutual," Larry shyly assured him. 
"How long can you stay?" 

"For some mutual feeling? Unfortunately, only 
through the weekend. After that I have appointments." 

"We'll see each other again, I hope?" 

"Of course, when I come to make the detailed 
appraisal after Christmas. Until then I'm pretty booked up 
for the next year. Business, not lovers." 

"I don't think I can wait till after Christmas." 

"Why don't you come to the swap fair? We can 
share a hotel room. Four nights, and only ten weeks away. 
And who knows? You might pick up some interesting 


items. Do you have any vacation time coming?" 


"Better than wonderful" was how Larry had 
described their lovemaking, and it remained wonderful for 
the duration of Peck's visit, and no two times were the 
same, thanks to Larry's varied collection. They only played 
with his toys a couple of times and didn't dare try the 
Clone, but Peck's assessment of Frizzy's ticklers proved to 
be right on. 

Now that they had become lovers, Peck's manner 
underwent a sea change. He dropped the formalities and his 


wry sense of humor, previously delivered deadpan, became 
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a kind of playful teasing. Larry was enchanted but 
incapable of imitating him, and he fell into the role of gay 
straight man. 

After his guest left, Larry murmured a silent 
benediction over the cojonicoitl. Bidding on it had marked 


a turning point in his life. He was in love. 
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~3~ 


The weather turned nasty the day before the swap 
fair. That evening, while Larry was getting ready for his 
trip, the first thunderstorm of the summer broke. Rain 
pelted mercilessly against the windows, lightning seared 
through the clouds brightening the sky, followed almost 
instantly by a deafening clap. 

Two open suitcases lay side by side on the bed, one 
empty, the other packed with his neatly folded clothes. 
Next to them he had put his half-packed toilet kit, an extra 
pair of shoes, and the sex toys he had brought down from 
the attic, all of them except Tricky, which Peck had 
identified as a valuable work of art, and the Mexican 
cojonicoitl, too fragile to bang around in a suitcase. No one 
would have wanted it, anyway. 

Feeling restless, Larry looked at his watch. Maybe I 
should take in a movie, he thought. It's still early. I've 
plenty of time. He dumped his sex toys helter-skelter into 
the empty suitcase and snapped it shut. Then he put on a 
waterproof windbreaker and got his umbrella out of the 


closet. 


xok Ok k 
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About half an hour after he left, the window slid 
open and a man climbed stealthily in, dressed entirely in 
black—black jeans, a black turtleneck sweater, a black 
leather jacket and black leather gloves. He wore a black 
party mask over his nose and eyes. Heavy black stubble 
covered his face below the mask, more the result of not 
having shaved for a day or two than a true beard, and his 
close-cropped hair was also black. Without the black mask 
and clothing he would not have looked particularly sinister, 
for he was diminutive in stature and had a boyish build, 
lithe and slender, but athletic, with muscular arms and legs. 

The intruder tiptoed around the room, then took out 
a flashlight and left to explore the rest of the house. He did 
not go up into the attic; he may not have noticed the trap 
door. Before long, he came back into the bedroom, lowered 
the window shades, flicked on the light, emptied the clothes 
from the open suitcase onto the floor, and proceeded to rifle 
through the closet and chest of drawers. He placed what 
valuables there were into the empty suitcase, then left the 
room to look for more, and kept returning with the loot he 
found—Jordan's VCR and DVD players from the living 
room, the clock radio, the silver from the kitchen, and other 


stuff. 
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The burglar turned his attention to the second 
suitcase, fumbling with the lock. It flew open, revealing its 
contents. "Now what the hell use is all this crap to me?" he 
guffawed. He slammed the suitcase shut, and began 
rummaging about the room to see if he had overlooked 


anything. 


At that moment, Jordan walked into his room and 
smack-dab into the burglar. He had seen the light on in his 
room when he pulled into the driveway. While it was 
possible he had forgotten to turn it off, he knew for sure 
that he had not drawn the shades. He let himself into the 
house without making a sound and inched cautiously to the 
telephone to dial 911 before he crept upstairs. Entering the 
house was a brave if not particularly intelligent thing to do; 
confronting a burglar in the act of robbing his house was 
incredibly stupid. 

"What do you think you're doing here?" Jordan 
exclaimed, as if it wasn't obvious. 

The burglar whipped a handgun out of his pocket 
and brought it down on Jordan's skull, knocking him 
unconscious. Without taking the time to throw anything 
else into it, he hastily closed the suitcase to make ready his 


escape. He had been caught by surprise. He hadn't seen the 
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headlights because he had lowered the shades and the storm 
had drowned out the sound of the car, but it wasn't loud 
enough to cover the approaching siren. 

The burglar turned off the light, rolled up the 
window shade, reached for the suitcase, and tossed it into 
the yard. Then he climbed out the window and dropped to 
the ground just as the siren turned into the block. He 
grabbed the suitcase and ran behind the house, then down 
the alley and down another to where he had left his car, 


tossed his ill-gotten gains in the back seat and drove away. 


The police found Jordan lying on his bedroom floor 
and called for an ambulance. He came to before it arrived. 

"What happened?" he asked. 

"Are you all right?" 

"My head hurts but, yeah, I think so." Then he 
remembered. "I've been robbed!" 

"It looks like your burglar left everything behind. 
He must have heard us coming and made a run for it. Do 
you see anything missing?" 

A quick glance told Jordan that the burglar had 
made off with only a suitcase full of sex toys. He couldn't 
tell the cops that. "No, everything seems to be here. I'll 
have to go through the house to be sure, though." 
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"That can wait till tomorrow. We'll go through it 
with you and take your statement then. Tonight you go to 
the hospital." 

"Do I have to? Except for my head—" 

"You have to. That's a nasty-looking lump you got 
there. Wouldn't surprise me if you had a concussion." 

"But I'm supposed to take the train to New York 
tomorrow and I have a plane to catch!" 


"Why don't we let the doc decide that?" 


x OK k k 


When the burglar opened the suitcase and saw its 
contents, he stared in perplexity at the unwelcome and 
unexpected loot for what seemed to him an eternity but 
could not have lasted more than several seconds. "Shit!" he 
swore, "I grabbed the wrong suitcase!" 

Disgusted, he threw himself into a chair. "What the 
fuck am I supposed to do with a shitload of dildos?" he 


muttered. "Damn! Damn damn damn damn damn!" 
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They kept Larry overnight in the hospital for 
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observation. He was certain to miss his flight. He phoned 
Peck at seven in the morning, hoping to catch him before 
he left for the airport, and told him what had happened. 

"Are you all right?" Peck asked. "That's all that 
matters." 

"Yes, I'm fine except for the goose egg over my left 
ear, but there's no way I'll make that plane. I still have to go 
over what happened for the police and give them an 
inventory of what's missing. Of course I'll tell them 
nothing's missing." 

"There are other flights. If they're all booked, go 
standby. So what if you're a few hours late?" 

"But he took everything! They're all gone—Neon, 
Jogo, the Clone, Dylan... our Dylan. I'll never get them 
back." 

"Stop torturing yourself; they're all replaceable. He 
didn't get up to the attic, did he? You still have your 
valuable pieces." 

"I don't think he went there. I hope he didn't. I'll 
check when I'm done with the police. In any case, I'm sure 
he ran off with the toys by mistake. There were two 
suitcases on my bed, and the one he left was chock full of 
silver, jewelry and things like that. Pawnable stuff." 

"Did he get your laptop?" 
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"No." 

"That's good. We won't have to make a new 
inventory in order to do the catalogue. Go home, Larry, set 
your mind at rest, and come as soon as you can. Today, if 
possible." 

"I'll have nothing to swap." 

"That doesn't matter. Come anyway. Bring some 
other things if you feel you have to. Nothing you want to 
part with." 

"T'll see." 

"Please. The fair's just an excuse for us getting 
together. I want you in my bed." 

Larry wished Peck had phrased it differently. What 
he wanted to hear was "I want to see you again. I want to 
be with you." Though they hadn't spent that much time 
together, his feelings for the other man ran deeper. Still, 
there was no denying they'd had terrific sex. "That's where 
I want to be most," he answered. "I wish I were there every 
night." 

"Then come. Bring your laptop, too, and we'll get a 
head start on the catalogue." 

"I'll come. I've missed you terribly, and I'm 
depressed. The burglary, losing my toys. Believe it or not, I 


miss them, too." 
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Larry hoped that Peck meant him and not the sex 
toys. 
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~4~ 


Larry flew standby and reached Miami at eight in 
the evening. Peck was not in their room. Larry figured he 
had gone for dinner and, realizing he was hungry, went to 
the hotel dining room and found a lonely and listless Peck 
looking over the dessert menu. "You made it!" he 
exclaimed. 

"Barely. I had to come via Houston or I wouldn't 
have gotten here till tomorrow, and then I missed my 
connection. How's the swap fair?" 

"Disappointing, if not downright abysmal. I think 
your collection has spoiled me. But I got you a present. I 
think you'll like it." 

"Will you tell me now or do you want to surprise 
me?" 

"I found another copy of your Clone. In fact, I 
found quite a few of them. The Clone is the perfect name 
for him." 

"Thank you. That was very thoughtful of you. But 
the Clone is the only one of my toys I won't miss." 

"How so?" 

"I have the original on DVD. The others I'll never 


see again. They're gone forever." 
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"True. Chances are slim any of them will ever break 
into the movies. So tell me. Did you find anything to 
trade?" 

"I brought two decks of cards so I wouldn't come 
empty handed. One has photographs of naked men, the 
other hand-painted erotic scenes." 

"Of the Tom of Finland variety?" 

"No, Lombard, early seventeenth century, and 
beautifully executed. Probably from Bergamo. It's for some 
old game I don't know, not a standard poker deck." 

"A rare find. And you're willing to part with it?" 

"I can get another deck with photos, and not all the 
Italian scenes are gay." 

"They won't let it in unless it's at least ninety 
percent gay." 

"Then they won't. It's about one-third straight, one- 
third gay or lesbian, and a third mixed threesomes." 

"All for the better. The men at the fair won't 
recognize what it's worth while a museum would pay 
several hundred for it, maybe more. I'd like to see it." 

They took a walk after dinner and happened to pass 
an adult store. For old times' sake they went inside to rent a 
video and in honor of what Larry had brought to swap, 


rented one called It's in the Cards. 
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The video featured two men playing strip poker. 
They were some fifteen or twenty years younger than Larry 
and Peck, not much handsomer but, as they found out 
fifteen minutes into it, more generously endowed. Once 
both models were naked, they switched to blackjack and 
the winner got to decide what sexual activity they would 
engage in after each set, and who would do what to whom. 
On Peck's suggestion, they drew cards to choose who 
would be which model and played along with them. 

They used the deck with the photos, keeping the 
jokers as wild cards because they were so hot. The Italian 
deck was too valuable to play with. Besides, it had only 
three suits and went from ace to twelve with four face 
cards, which made it unsuitable for blackjack. 

They would have done better to make whoever won 
the hand the on-screen winner instead of sticking to the 
same model, because in the video the man Peck had drawn 
inevitably got to choose and took advantage of his 
supposed good luck to indulge a sadistic streak. His 
demands were mild enough to begin with—he asked first 
for a backrub and then a tongue bath—but as the game 
went on, Larry was subjected by proxy to having his 
nipples squeezed until tears came to his eyes, Peck beating 


off in his face, and a lengthy spanking. 
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"Something tells me you'd end up in a sling if we 
had one," Peck said. 

"An imaginary sling we can fake. I just hope there 
aren't any golden showers." 

"Why don't we just forget about the video?" 

"No, we'll see it through to the end." 

Easier said than done. The video must had been shot 
over several days and all the on-screen ejaculations were 
copious, but Peck's became mere dribbles after his first two 
orgasms. "I doubt I can keep it up much longer," he said. "I 
doubt I can even get it up." 

He needn't have worried. Larry's model won the 
next hand—the last on the video—and announced, "I'm 
going to fuck you doggie style." 

Peck raised both arms like a victorious athlete and 
shouted, "Yes!" and when Larry took him, he made a lot 
more noise and sounded more convincing than the man in 
the video. He summed up the experience thus: "All's well 
that ends well, but from now on I think we'll forgo the 
videos." 

"No," Larry agreed, "who needs videos? Not us!" 

Peck had been laughing. He stopped and looked 
intently at his friend. "You're so right," he said, "but there's 


more to it than that. When we play along with the videos, 
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sex becomes more like a game. Without them, we're 
making love. Aren't we?" 

Larry felt a tightening around his heart—a good 
tightening. 

"Well, aren't we?" Peck asked again. 

Larry nodded. 

"All we need is each other. Kiss me, Larry." 

They'd had more than enough sex for one day, even 
for teenagers, but is there such a thing as more than enough 


tender kissing? 


xok OK k 


Larry and Peck spent many hours in their hotel 
room making love, discussing the catalogue, and just 
getting to know each other better. On the other hand, they 
spent only one at the swap fair. Larry was unimpressed, so 
much so it puzzled him why Peck bothered to come every 
year. 

"TIl give it one more chance," Peck told him, "and if 
next year's is as bad as this, it'll be my last. But I'm not 
sorry I came. We got to see each other again and we got to 
know we're right for each other." 


"I don't think I'll go again. We don't have to go this 
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far to get together." 

"You should. After all, you never know. It may not 
be a total loss. By then some of your stolen toys may have 
worked their way down to Miami." 

Larry laughed. "I love your sense of humor, Peck. I 
love the way you say the most outlandish things without 
cracking a smile." 

True to form, Peck said, "You think I was joking? 
Who knows? Maybe your burglar will come here in person 
and try to fence them. How else will he get them off his 


hands?" 
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The burglar found a quicker way to get rid of the 
sex toys. One July morning a few weeks after the swap fair, 
Mrs. Girth from across the street came over to speak to 
Larry while he was working in his garden and stunned him 
by asking if he had heard about the Crestview dildos. 

"The Crestview what?" 

He couldn't believe she knew what a dildo was, 
much less bring herself to use the word, yet she repeated it, 
this time in a whisper, looking more frightened than 


embarrassed: "Dildos." 
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Larry stared at her. 

"Don't you know what a dildo is?" she asked. 

Larry nodded. 

Mrs. Girth then launched into a story about how 
some people in Crestview had woken up to find a dildo in 
their mailbox. Three incidents so far, but she was sure 
there'd be others. "And me, an old woman living alone! 
Can you imagine anything more terrifying?" 

"I don't think you have anything to worry about, 
Mrs. Girth. Crestview is a good fifty miles from here." 

Larry phoned Peck that evening with the news. "Are 
you sure they're yours?" his friend asked when he finally 
stopped laughing. "Have you seen pictures of them?" 

"The newspapers here don't print photographs of 
sex toys." 

"You could look on line. Just google the article and 
follow the links." 

"Stop pulling my leg. Anyway, they must be mine. 
It's too much of a coincidence." 

"Will you claim them?" 

"Are you out of your mind?" 

"Pepe must feel very lonely with only the Clone's 
replacement for company." 


"I don't see anything to joke about." 
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"You don't think dildos in mailboxes is funny?" 

"Not when I know where they came from. I wish 
you'd stop laughing. We're not in the same situation, Peck; 
our positions are entirely different. Erotica isn't a 
profession with me; it's a secret hobby. I wouldn't come 
forward if he'd taken the etchings." 

"Are you afraid of losing your job?" 

"I don't think they'd go so far as to fire me, but it 
would put me in an awkward situation. It could make 
things pretty uncomfortable. And the neighbors will brand 
me a sex offender. I'll become a pariah." 

"You must've realized you were taking a risk when 
you started the collection." 

Larry sighed. "I thought it would be safe enough in 
the attic." 


xok Ok k 


Mrs. Girth was right. Over the next month, Larry's 
stolen dildos continued to show up in mailboxes one after 
another. He knew for a fact they were his when the 
newspaper released a photo of one of the less offensive 
toys. Vlad the Impaler could have passed for billy club. 


Finally, one morning, Larry opened the paper and 
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saw this headline: 


MYSTERY SOLVED!!! 

Shortly after 3 a.m. this morning, a 
police officer responding to a report of 
suspicious activity apprehended a man in 
the act of placing an eight-inch, pink plastic 
model of a male penis in a private mailbox 
in the 1700 block of Fertile Crescent in the 
Crestview Addition, where over the past 
month and a half several residents have 
complained after finding objects of an 
offensive nature in their mailboxes. When 
questioned, the alleged perpetrator, whose 
name has been withheld pending a formal 
indictment, admitted to having left up to ten 
of them in different mailboxes, though only 
five have been retrieved so far. It is expected 
he will be arraigned on multiple charges, 
including prowling, trespassing, breaking 
and entering, public indecency, infraction of 


local zoning ordinances, and mail fraud. 


He phoned Peck right away. 
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"What's up, Larry? You sound excited." 

"They caught the thief." 

"Great! Now you can get them back." 

"And tell the world I collect sex toys? Not in a 
million years." 

"The whole world wouldn't know. Nobody's 
interested in the mailbox dildos except your little corner of 
Connecticut." 

"You haven't heard about this where you live?" 

"Not a word. It hasn't even made the tabloids, 
incredible as it seems. So you see, you've nothing to worry 
about." 

"I don't want them back. What would I do with 
them?" 

"What did you ever do with them?" 

"Nothing, except with you." 

"And that hasn't given them sentimental value?" 

"It did once. Not anymore. It's like I never owned 
them. I feel they've been violated." 

Peck roared with laughter. "I'm sorry I can't 
sympathize, but really now, how can you violate a sex toy? 
Don't bother answering. I know. But listen. They're worth 
something now." 


"How so?" 


157 


New Lives Anel Viz 


"At the swap fair. They've become a collector's 
item: the mailbox dildos." 

"You just said no one knows about them outside of 
Connecticut." 

"Bring the newspaper clippings with you. You've 
saved them, haven't you? Better yet, put them up for sale at 
the silent auction. You'll make a bundle." 

"I don't care how much money I could make. I don't 
want anyone here to know I was involved." 

"They may find out anyway." 

"How?" 

"If the burglar tells where he got them." 

"Oh, my God, I hadn't thought of that. Do you think 
he will?" 

"Only if the police ask him, which doesn't seem 
likely." 

"But what if they do? And what'll I do if he tells? I 
can't go on living here. I won't be able to show my face in 
public." 

"You could come live with me. I'm sure we could 
find you a job here." 

Larry wouldn't have hesitated to give up his entire 
collection in exchange for having Peck in his life forever. 


"Do you mean it?" he asked. 
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"Of course I do." 

"Because I'm ready to pack up and move in with 
you right now. I want to be with you always." 

"You do?" Peck gasped. "I didn't want to say 
anything yet because we've only spent two weekends 
together, but I was hoping." 

"To hell with my job!" Larry cried. "I have enough 
saved to tide me over till I find another. I'll move in right 
away." 

"You can't." 

Larry's heart sank. "I can't?" 

"Not right away. Can you come down this 
weekend? I need you to help me look for a bigger house, 
one with an enormous attic where we can store your 
museum." 


"Not my museum, Peck. Our museum." 
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PART IV. AMONG THE RICH AND FAMOUS 


~]~ 


He was a made man, where he'd always wanted to 
be. He'd known all along he had what it takes, and he'd 
been right. He'd landed an audition in less than a week, 
nailed it and the guy who auditioned with him, and before a 
year was up his first photo shoot had made the centerfold 
and Cumstock Studios had released a half-dozen of his 
films, all of them winners. They'd offered him a contract 
for an unprecedented twenty films that promised him 
(appropriately enough) top billing and left him free to 
negotiate his own magazine spreads and live appearances; 
they'd taken a mold of his dick for a line of dildos and he 
got royalties for every one sold; he had a fan club and a 
following of groupies, too; and he won best actor at the 
Independent Erotic Film Festival, which hardly ever went 
to a man who only made gay porn. Now, after more than a 
dozen years in the business and pushing forty, he was 
earning five thousand more per film than the other models. 
He'd invested his money carefully and was ready to retire. 

First, however, he wanted to make one more film, 


just him and his lover, but the studio wasn't buying the 
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idea. He was sure he'd convince them eventually—he knew 
how to drive a hard bargain, so they always caved in and let 
him have his way—but it would take some doing. 

He'd become a star almost overnight, but it had 
taken a few years for him to become the star he wanted to 
be. First they didn't like the name Pay, but they thought 
Otis was worse, so at least he got rid of that one. "Jiz'll find 
a name for you," the director told him, meaning the 
producer and co-owner of Cumstock Studios, Jiz Johnson. 
It also turned out that they had pegged him for a top man, 
and he'd had his heart set on another kind of pegging. On 
the other hand, he was lucky enough to meet the man who 
was to become his lifetime partner on the set of his very 
first shoot, a guy who knew the ropes and took him under 
his wing—in fact, took him under his whole body. 

Jerry was the fluffer for his first feature film. He'd 
been standing next to him when the director went over the 
script (not that they gave the newbie any dialogue) and 
heard him complain when he found out he was only going 
to top. 

"Sorry, but the studio has you down as an exclusive 
top." 

He looked as though he could have broken down 
and cried when he heard that, but Jerry whispered to him, 
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"Don't sweat it. You can take it up the ass all you want if 
you keep it under wraps. Almost all their tops do." 

"Yeah, but who with?" 

"I'd volunteer in a heartbeat. Here it's all about dick 
size, but if you ask me, it would be no less of a waste to let 
such a gorgeous bubble butt go unfucked." 

"You?" 

"Yes, me. I'm officially a studio passive, but I live 
my own life when I get off work. How about it, gorgeous?" 

"Lemme think it over." Jerry didn't look like much, 
but he seemed to know all the ins and outs of the studio and 
might be a useful resource person. Only one way fer me to 
find out if the kid got real talent, he thought. So when it 
came time for him to get on set he asked for a fluff. 

"You don't need fluffing," the director told him. 

"That ain't fair. All them other guys got fluffed, an' 
they was tellin’ me that this here Jerry got the best mouth in 
the business. Why not me?" 

"Okay then, thirty seconds so you can find out what 
fluffing is all about." 

Those thirty seconds did the trick; the kid had it 
over Joe hands down in the cocksucking department. He 
gave Jerry the address of the motel where he was staying 


and asked him to come over that night. 
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"Not yet, my friend. We'll wait on that until we 
know what I can do for you... and until you can afford 
me." 

"I ain't payin' fer sex. I do it free fer those I like; 
otherwise I git paid fer it." 

"Then let's just say I'm flattered you like me and 


leave it at that for now." 


Kk Ok k 


When Jiz Johnson got to see the assembled takes for 
Ballbusters and the director asked him to okay the film for 
release, he asked, "Who's the new model with the ten 
inches?" 

"Nine and a half." 

Jiz prided himself on his ability to size up a cock. 
"Okay, who's the new the model with the nine and a half 
inches that look like ten?" 

"We haven't chosen a name for him yet." 

"Have him stop by my office so we can work out a 
contract. How come you didn't give him any dialogue? 
Squeaky high voice?" 

"No, he sounds really masculine and sexy. It's his 


hick accent. He got to California less than a month ago." 
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"What kind of accent?" 

"Nevada." 

"Well, send him around." 

Jiz had expected a guy wet behind the ears whom he 
could walk all over. He was surprised that the newcomer 
wasn't about to jump in and sign anything. He was even 
more surprised to find that there were things he considered 
more important than money. 

"Nevada Buck. That me?" 

"Yes. Don't you like the name?" 

"No sir, I'm done with Nevada. I don't wanna be no 
cowboy." 

Saying that took guts, or else the guy was stupid. Jiz 
was a pot-bellied, middle-aged queen who liked to dress up 
in cowboy outfits that went heavy on the sequins. "What's 
wrong with cowboys?" he asked archly. 

"Ain't nothin’ wrong with cowboys, Mr. Johnson. I 
jes' don't wanna be one no more. I been a cowboy all my 
life an' I come here to make m'self a new life." 

"You don't have to be a cowboy off screen. And you 
can call me Jiz." 

"With a name like Nevada? Who're ya kiddin'?" No, 
the guy wasn't stupid; he'd found a way out of that one 


easily enough. But he went on: "An' I don't wanna play a 
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cowboy all the time either. I want that in the contract too: 
"Not all cowboys." 

Now he was pushing it. "Have you ever listened to 
yourself talk? What else are we going to do with you?" 

"Not all cowboys. You put that in the contract, Jiz. 
An' I wanna do a couple o' films where I ain't a cowboy 
afore I play one fer ya." 

"This is a very advantageous contract I've drawn up 
for you, the best first contract we've ever offered anyone, 
I'll have you know. Can't you see that I'm willing to bend 
over backwards for you?" 

"If yer bendin' over backwards is what it takes, I'm 
game fer that. I jes' don't want no career as a friggin’ 
cowboy." 

No, the kid was no dummy, anything but. He was 
just honest. "Okay then, what do you think of the name 
Pierce Rodman? Shall I pencil that in?" 

"Pierce Rodman. Yeah, I like that fine. Sounds real 
highfalutin' an' sophisticated like. An' you write in "Not all 
cowboys' too, okay?" 

"Well, I suppose we could start with you as a sailor. 
There are guys from Nevada in the Navy." 

"Sure are." 


Jiz picked up the phone and called the director 


165 


New Lives Anel Viz 


while he penciled in the changes. "It's a go on Ballbusters. 
Put ‘introducing Pierce Rodman’ at the end of the opening 
credits. ... Pierce with an I-E. Do I have to spell it for you? 
... Yes, of course the lamp stays. ... And I want you to use 
him in your next film. With dialogue. Make him a sailor 
who's just joined the Navy. ... No, it's too soon to put him 
down as 'starring’. List him first right after the 'with'." 

That's how Otis became, for the time being, Pierce 
Rodman. He looked through the rest of the contract while 
Jiz was on the phone. "What's this about a top? Does that 
mean you ain't gonna let me bottom? I like to git fucked. I 
like it best." Anyone could see he'd set his heart on making 
it as a bottom. 

"Sorry, Pierce, but you're just too damn rugged 
looking and your cock is too big. And I have my eye on 
you for our lead top man. If it turns out you don't have what 
it takes in that department, then maybe we'll see. But not 
yet." 

"Cain't I be yer top man an’ still take it up the ass 
sometimes? Why should my fans care what I do with my 
own butt?" 

"They shouldn't, but they do. That's just the way it 
is. Anyway, you don't have any fans yet. No, a big guy like 


yourself has to be on top, especially one who shoots gallons 
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like you. What's your secret? How do you fit it all in those 
balls of yours?" 

"Bottoms come too, Jiz." 

"You don't have to tell me that." He gave Pierce's 
crotch a friendly squeeze. "And you're uncut too, I 
remember noticing." 

"Ya mean ya'd let me be on the bottom if I was cut? 
I ain't goin' that route." 

"Good Heavens, no!" said Jiz. "You're in the skin 
flicks for how long? Four, maybe five years? But your dick 
is for life, and don't you forget it." 

"No sir, I won't. I was jes' thinkin' maybe ya'd be 
willin' to bend over backwards on that one." 

Jiz bent over backwards for him, but he still 
wouldn't budge. "Look Pierce, it'd be a waste not to have 
that big cock of yours plug at least two assholes per feature. 
Just watching it go in will cause the viewers' eyes to pop 
and make them squirm in their seats. You have to give the 
public what they want. Anything else?" 

"I heard ya talkin' about the lamp. I'm mighty sorry 
I broke it. D'ya want me to pay fer it?" 

"Forget about it. Just don't make it a signature 
feature of your persona." 


"Huh?" 
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It was a great disappointment to Pierce that he only 
got to be fucked once on screen, at his audition, and that the 
studio steadfastly refused to release the footage. Jiz did 
agree to let him watch it whenever he wanted, but they 
wouldn't give him a copy because they were afraid he'd 
show it to someone. For a time, that he ever bottomed at all 
was one of the best kept secrets in the industry. Since word 
always gets around, they'd tried putting it in his contract 
that he must never bottom for anyone, but Jiz bent over 
backwards for him again and they added "except with his 
partner in the privacy of his home". Until then Pierce 
wouldn't sign. He didn't have a partner yet, but it gave him 
an out. 

With his next contract came a new name and terms 


more to his liking. 
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~~ 


Never in his wildest dreams had he pictured himself 
making movies, yet here he was just two weeks later, 
unpaid but well taken care of, the property of his ninth 
owner (if he was counting right), Jiz Johnson, the co-owner 
of Cumstock Productions, Inc. He already had five ninety- 
minute films to add to his résumé, two of them with 
something resembling a plot, and his name had even 
appeared on the credits of the most recent, though they 
didn't give his full name. Still, it was an honor: first 
Rodman's name, then "in" and the name of the film. 
Rodman had been Cumstock's biggest star for years, and 
his name was virtually synonymous with that of the studio. 
Next came "with" followed by the names of another seven 
or eight actors, and at the tail end "and Dyl Doe". No 
"introducing". Of course, he'd already been introduced. 

Isn't life full of surprises! Nine owners—and with 
each new owner, a new life, some good, some worse than 
awful. He'd spent the last two years cruising around the 
States in Randy's semi after they dropped Jared off at the 
dude ranch, with two side trips into Canada and another to 
Mexico, where he'd earned some notoriety under the name 


Yanqui Dildo. They even made up a song about him. 
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Yanqui Dildo went to town 

Riding with his seven 

Inches shoved up some guy's ass, 

Who swore it felt like heaven. 

Yanqui Dildo keep it up, 

Yanqui Dildo dandy! 

Well-lubed and at a steady pace 

Won't all the boys be randy? 

There was a Spanish version, too, but he didn't understand 
the words. Jared was his second owner after Larry Jordan— 
the fourth if he counted the burglar and the State of 
Connecticut. 

Think of it! He'd already made a film with the 
famous Rodman Pierce, the superstar that dick-head they 
called the Clone was modeled on! (For some reason no one 
could figure out, the box Clone came in had 'Pierce 
Rodman’ printed on it instead.) He and the Clone had 
started out in the same sex shop and had met up again in 
Larry's attic museum of erotica, though Clone was too 
stuck up to acknowledge him. Clone was the only sex toy 
the burglar had left in a mailbox the police had never 
recovered. No great loss. He was always bragging about 
how he'd been cast from a mold of Rodman Pierce's rod 


(though he sometimes called him Pierce Rodman) and how 
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straight the two of them were, meaning himself and his 
model. Hah! Dyl had seen one of his flicks at the museum, 


the one called 


ło Apuond soo Fneə3 teul 
JneW | terlW 


(he'd watched it in the mirror across from the TV screen), 
so he knew that Clone and Rodman were both as queer as 
that other porn star, Three-Dollar Bill. 

The Clone had never recovered from the 
humiliation. That was ironic, because until he saw the film 
Dylan Doe hadn't realized what a fine specimen the Clone 
was. He couldn't stop ogling the original. A dick is always 
more satisfying in the flesh for all five senses, and sight in 
particular benefits from the presence of the rest of the man, 
and this man was in glorious shape. 

The shape of his cock was equally glorious. It 
looked hard as steel and measured ten inches fully erect, its 
circumference equal to the circle formed by touching 
thumb to middle finger on the average-sized male hand. It 
rose in a gentle, barely perceptible, lily-white curve at a 
sixty degree angle from horizontal, flaring into a blushing 
mushroom head with a wide pee-slit at the pointed tip. 


Rodman kept his scrotum shaved and his pubis nicely 
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trimmed under a flat six-pack stomach; the hair lay blue- 
black and silky against his almost unnaturally pale skin; his 
balls, each one a clearly outlined oval where it weighed 
down in the sack, hung low between graceful, sturdy 
thighs. Best of all was his muscular ass and the way he 
pinched his cheeks in when someone licked at him from the 
other side. And now he'd got to poke around in that 
beautiful butt a couple of times. He almost wished the 
Clone were around so he could gloat. 

Unlike the Clone, Rodman in the flesh was a 
sweetheart, one of the nicest guys he'd ever run into—or 
slid into, for that matter. Except for the dicks and dildos 
that got stuck up his ass, the original, human Rodman had 
nothing stuck up about him. Of course he would never 
replace Mike, Dyl's first and only love, but he held him in 
as much esteem as he did Randy. But Rodman was a hunk, 
while Randy was not much to his taste physically, a portly 
bear type who somehow managed to pick up hitchhikers 
who were cute as a button. There was no denying that. 

Rodman's partner, Jerry, was also one cool dude. He 
may not have had the greatest body in the world, but word 
had it his dick was so oversized one could imagine it 
mounted over somebody's fireplace like a prize fish. 


Fluffers occupy a low position in the pecking order of porn, 
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but even before Jerry stopped working for Cumstock, the 
directors had respected him and not infrequently asked him 
for suggestions to spice up a scene. He would come up with 
such brilliant ideas on the spur of the moment that Dyl was 
convinced he was the most sexually inventive person he 
had come across since that nympho Janelle, who'd just 
about worn him out on the whole neighborhood and worn 
out the whole neighborhood on him. No, Dyl couldn't have 
done much better than Rodman and Jerry, and since Jiz had 
earmarked him as Rodman's signature prop, he might get to 
go home with them if he was lucky. Just about anyone 
would have been an improvement over Skeeter, his eighth 
and least favorite owner, and it had been Rodman who'd 
saved him from the leering old goat. 

Skeeter worked as night watchman at the truck lot 
where they'd stored Randy's semi cab while he was in the 
hospital. That knock on the head had affected Randy's 
motor skills, and it was doubtful he'd be able to drive again, 
but the men at the lot all kept their fingers crossed and they 
held on to the truck while he went through rehab. Skeeter 
didn't make enough money as night watchman to support 
his nasty habits, and had slowly been secretly selling off or 
pawning whatever personal effects of Randy's he'd been 


able to rummage in the back of the cab while he was 
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away—a watch, his electric beard trimmer, a thick book on 
truck maintenance and repair. Things like Randy's 
toothbrush and grubby clothes no one would take, and since 
the warehouse foreman knew just how far he could trust 
their night watchman, he'd had the good sense to lock up 
Randy's wallet, keys and credit cards in the safe. The things 
he could use himself, like Dyl, Skeeter took home and kept. 
Only when he was scraping the bottom of the barrel and 
really strapped for cash did he drive Dyl and Betsy the 
blow-up doll to Palm Springs to see if he could find a porn 
studio interested in buying them. 

Jiz Johnson of Cumstock Productions laughed in his 
face, but Rodman happened to be there. "Me and Jerry've 
been thinking about trying out a sex toy," he said. "I'll buy 
that blue one from you." 

"Oh, no you won't," Jiz cut in. "We'll use it in your 
next flick. Till then you don't get to try it. You look 
sensational every time someone does something new to 
you, and I mean to capture it on film. Then maybe— 
maybe—I'll let you have it. It does vibrate, doesn't it?" he 
added, turning to Skeeter. 

Skeeter had never tried turning Dyl on, but he said, 
"Sure as hell does. Hums like a dream." 


Jiz gave him five dollars, and Dyl had a new owner. 
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~3~ 


Pierce's first film was a smashing success, and all 
the major discount stores experienced a run on breakable 
lamps. Gays went through the garbage of suspected 
closeted homophobes and outed the bastard whenever they 
came across a broken lamp. His second feature, What to Do 
With a Drunken Sailor, clinched his popularity. After one 
or two more films, he felt safe playing a cowboy. 

About the time the cowboy flick was released Jerry 
came up to Pierce and said, "If you keep screwing Jiz 
whenever he asks you to, you won't have any leverage 
when it comes time to negotiate your next contract." 

"You know about that? You fuckin’ 'im too? I bet he 
don't hafta pay." 

"Everyone knows about it. But no, I'm not fucking 
him. Jiz knows all about me, but he isn't the type to put out 
for some fluffer." 

"Well, thanks fer the tip. I'll keep it in mind." 

"Another bit of advice. Cumstock has plans to 
market a Pierce Rodman lamp. Make sure you get 
royalties." 

"What's royalties?" 


"A percentage on the sales. You deserve it since 
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they'll be making money on your name, didn't you know? 
You really could use a business manager, Pierce." 

"That ain't all I could use." 

"You been getting what you want?" Jerry 
whispered. 

"You mean fucked?" 

"Not so loud. Remember your contract." 

"Not yet, but I still ain't payin' fer it. Remember 
what I told ya." 

"T'll tell you what, then. I'll charge you two hundred 
to set up a website for you—that's dirt cheap, I'll have you 
know—and I'll throw in the fuck for free. If you like it, 
maybe you'll buy more. Fucks, not websites." 

"What's so special 'bout my ass? Or d'ya mean to 
screw ever' top on the set as a matter o' principle?" 

"Maybe." 

"You good at makin' websites?" 

"Look them over and see for yourself. I made most 
of the sites for the models at Cumstock. They shelled out 
more, no complaints, and they didn't get a free fuck, either. 
Just don't let anyone know what a bargain I'm giving you." 

"It's a deal. We'll keep it a secret ya fucked me, 
too. 


They shook hands on it. Both thought it would be a 
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quickie, but Jerry slept over. His eleven-plus-inch dick was 
as much an eye-opener as his knack for oral. Pierce thought 
he would split in two, and he just about did, but it was 
glorious, and halfway through he asked Jerry to marry him. 

Jerry cracked up. "What's your real name, Pierce? I 
don't like using a studio name when I'm alone with a guy 
I'm fucking." 

"I don't like my real name none. How about ya call 
me Pay?" 

"Who else calls you that?" 

"Just some dude who give me a ride when I hitched 
down here a few months back." 

"You gave him a ride too, I suppose." 

"Huh?" 

"Did he fuck you?" 

"Sure did. He was my second. My audition was 
number three, an' now yer number four." 

"Just once with each? You'll let me have more of 
your sweet ass than that, I hope." 

"Not if I gotta pay fer it. Otherwise, Jerry hun, my 
sweet ass is yourn fer the askin'." 

They did it a couple of times more the next 
morning. Jerry wouldn't bring him off, though, because he'd 


have to shoot in another shoot at three that afternoon. "And 
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you just better have one hell of a big load, or this may be 
your last movie. Jiz can afford to break a contract." 

Pierce was not allowed to let on he had a partner, so 
for the duration of his contract Jerry passed for one of his 
groupies who got to go to bed with him every so often, and 
no one suspected the skinny little kid was fucking the 
daylights out of him. The other tops who spread their legs 
for the fluffer wondered about it at first, but when Jerry 
actually went and started a Pierce Rodman fan club and 
they saw him fawning over the stud like a puppy dog they 
figured that he'd finally met his match and that Cumstock's 
top top was even fucking the guy who fucked them. 


OK Ok k 


Three years later and with twenty films to his credit, 
all of them having earned top XXX ratings, and with 
several magazine spreads to boot, Pierce was Cumstock's 
biggest star, and he had the clout to negotiate his next 
contract to suit his preferences. By then he had figured out 
that Jiz called the shots and that it was he who had to be 
convinced that the fans would love him whatever he did 
and whatever was done to him. So his second contract, this 


time for fifty full-length features, identified him as a 
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versatile top and his price per film went up, since bottoms 
get paid more and top bottoms are paid the most. Before 
he'd sign, though, he wanted a new screen name. 

"What for?" Jiz asked. 

"Why not? Lots of actors use more than one name 
in the industry." 

"Mostly with different studios and not when they're 
big stars like you, unless they have one name for gay and 
another for straight." 

"I want to do it for the publicity. How's this for a 
promo: 'Pierce Rodman flips over and becomes Rodman 
Pierce'?" 

"I like it, I like it." 

Otis's new screen name created a lot of extra work 
for the guy who had taken over from Jerry as president of 
his fan club. 

The studio wanted his first feature to be a surprise 
and forbade anyone involved in the production to divulge 
whether "flips over" meant bottoming or turning het. To 
keep everyone guessing, Cumstock signed on two 
unknown, big-breasted she-males, Gala and Vanity Fair, 
whose names no one would recognize in the credits, and 
they didn't show their dicks until Rodman was ready to 


hump them. The only other known stars were a black 
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superstud and a blond pretty boy, both from het porn, who, 
in return for an exorbitant fee (but nowhere near what 
Rodman got) had agreed to cornhole the most famous top 
in gay porn because of what it would do for their image. 
(Go figure.) The blond, Ben Slick, made a few more bi 
videos and had flip-flopped with Rodman before a year had 
gone by, after which the het studios wouldn't touch him and 
he only worked the gay circuit. By then word had leaked 
out that he was in a long-term relationship with his state 
representative, so bottoming for Rodman may have had 
nothing to do with his getting fired. 

Glad as he was to get fucked six times on screen, 
Rodman thought it was by far the stupidest movie he ever 
made and had not changed his opinion of it when he finally 
retired, but Just Can't Get Enough of What I Want was a 
smash at the box office and won best gay porn film that 
year. It was also the first in which he was allowed more 
than two words of dialogue. Jerry's insistence that he take 
elocution lessons had paid off, and Jiz was finally ready to 


let him speak. That, too, was part of the contract. 
The scene: a small, rather squalid-looking room 


with nothing in it but a double bed under an enormous 


mirror and a night table with a lamp to the left of the bed. 
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The window-shade is up and bright sunlight floods the 
room. The door opens and two heavily made-up women, a 
brunette and a redhead in painfully tight skirts, come in 
followed by their pimp, a mean-looking, burly black dude, 
and then an extremely handsome, very masculine man in 
tight denims: none other than Rodman Pierce. 

The superstud looks calmly around the room, none 
too pleased with its minimal comforts and cleanliness. The 
two women stand whispering to each other and giggling 
nervously. The black man flicks on the lamp, then goes to 
close the shade. Finally, he goes over to his client, who 
takes out his wallet and counts out a large number of bills 
into the pimp's dirty, calloused hand. The pimp leaves, 
closing the door behind him. 

It looks at first as if there won't be any plot, for 
immediately the two women are all over their client, 
blowing in his ear, licking his neck, stroking his crotch. He 
makes no move, simply allowing them to whorehandle him 
to their hearts' content, but when they take his hands and 
place them on their full-tittied bosoms he does deign to give 
them a little squeeze. That's enough, and in a second 
they've pulled their blouses up over their heads, and then 
turn their backs to him so he can unhook their bras. 


He sits on the night table and watches them do a 
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little dance, singly at first, raising their arms above their 
heads while they sway their hips, then lowering them 
slowly, rubbing their hands down their face, over their 
shoulders and finally to their tits, which they cup in their 
palms and roll around, while their tongues do their own 
lewd little dance. Next their tongues dance with each other. 
Then they let go of their tits and slide their hands down into 
their crotches so their tongues can take over the tit play. 

The two whores slither over to the night table and 
one gets to work opening Rodman's belt buckle while the 
other hikes up his tee-shirt and licks his chest, leaving his 
head and his raised arms caught in the fabric. She keeps 
him blindfolded that way even after her companion has got 
him completely naked. They go down on his dick and slurp 
him fore and aft. Only when he is rock hard do they allow 
the shirt to come off. 

The whores keep their skirts on. They stand him on 
the bed and one folds her tits around his tool, and the other 
licks at the head each time it appears as he humps between 
her boobies. He loses his balance on the sagging mattress 
and tumbles over backwards, and the women immediately 
jump on top of him. 

When he's had enough tit play he grabs both their 
crotches and gasps, "Whattaya got there?" Off come their 
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skirts and panties to reveal endowments almost as 
impressive as his. He puts up a struggle, yelling something 
about a dirty trick and a rip-off, and the trannies have a 
hard time trying to subdue him. He's no match for the two 
of them. One she-male gets her dick down his throat and 
the other plugs his ass. He continues objecting, but with a 
dick in his mouth he can do no better than emit a few 
choking, muffled cries. 

The door opens and the pimp comes in followed by 
three tough-looking thugs, two Latinos and a much younger 
blond guy. "Keep it down in here!" he growls. "What's with 
all the racket?" 

"The sonofabitch won't hold still and let us do our 
job," says the she-male who has her dick up his ass. 

The pimp turns to his bodyguards. "Hold him down, 
you three," he orders. 

"What's in it for us?" one of the Latinos asks. 

"Oh, we'll all get a piece of that sweet little ass. Just 
wait your turn." 

And so they do. They tie Rodman's hands together 
in front of his chest and with the pimp holding a not-very- 
real-looking revolver to his head all six of them fuck him 
one after another, first one trannie, then the other, then the 


pimp, then the Latinos, and last of all the blond. He sucks 
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each one of them too. All the gang bangers sport larger 
than average endowments, as you would expect in a porno 
flick, but Rodman's is the clear winner. One of the Latinos 
doesn't have all that long a dick, but it's so thick Rodman 
can hardly get it in his mouth. Then they all stand over him 
and beat off till he's covered in spunk. 

Everyone has come except Rodman. They throw his 
clothes out the window and leave him alone, naked on the 
bed, hands still tied. He lies there panting for maybe half a 
minute and then sighs, "Wow! Was that ever hot!" He 
spends another minute or so trying to free his hands before 
he gets the end of the cord between his teeth and simply 
pulls on it. It opens as easily as a shoelace. For the last ten 
minutes of the film you watch him get himself off 
interspersed with flashbacks to the preceding fuck scene. 
He shoots what looks like a generous portion, but it's hard 
to tell just how generous since he's already covered in the 


cum of six ejaculations. 


Rodman proved he'd been right all along. The 
original script had him topping the pimp and one of the 
Latinos, but those scenes ended up on the cutting room 
floor. All it took was bottoming in just one movie for Jiz to 


rewrite his contract and make him a versatile bottom (at 
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versatile top pay, of course). The president of his fan club 
immediately dashed off a letter to him, drooling all over the 
page, and claimed first dibs on fucking Rodman in return 
for all the work the name change had given him. But 
Rodman was already married. 

In its amended form, the new contract retained the 
stipulation from the first one he'd signed that offscreen he 
could only bottom for a steady partner, if he had one. Jiz's 
eyes just about popped out of his head when his number- 
one star named Jerry, who'd worked for him as a fluffer 
ever since he turned eighteen. It was no secret that Jerry 
had been porking his top men for almost a decade, but like 
everyone else he had assumed Jerry only bottomed for 
Rodman (or Pierce) like the rest of his groupies. 

Jerry and Rodman exchanged vows in a Unitarian 
Church a week later in the presence of their closest friends 
from the studio. Then they all went back to the ranch-style 
house Rodman had bought for himself in the Hollywood 
Hills, where the witnesses of the ceremony got to witness 
their first flip-flop as an official couple. One of the 
cameramen filmed the whole thing, but the camera 
belonged to the studio, so Jiz confiscated the film and 
locked it in the archives, or so he said. Everyone suspected 


he kept it in his safe at home and watched it for his private 
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pleasure whenever he felt like it. Despite the urging of 
everyone who'd seen them at their wedding, he was 
adamant and would not let the happy couple turn a film 


together. 
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~4~ 


At about the same time Rodman and Jerry were 
tying the knot, the star who was to land the contract to be 
the third in the film they hoped someday to make together 
was still a virgin hanging around Sam's Sex Shop at the 
other side of the country, where he ogled the merchandise 
and dreamt about love. It never occurred to him that one 
day he'd end up a famous movie star, and that he'd ever be 


married to a woman seemed downright unthinkable. 


It was love at first sight. He noticed him the second 
he came into Sam's, and his heart melted. They all noticed 
him, every one of them: the stock boy, Jamie at the cash 
register, Sam, who was going over the inventory of the 
video library, even the other customers. He was so 
beautiful. He must have been nineteen or twenty years old, 
slim, with a mop of auburn hair hanging down over sky 
blue eyes set in a deeply tanned face. He moved with the 
grace of a diver or a figure skater. It was late in August, 
and he wore a white tank-top and cut-off jeans. He had the 
legs of a god. Dyl had seen beautiful men before, but this 
man won his heart with the gentleness of his smile—an 


unparalleled gentleness, so natural and unaffected you 
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couldn't help but like him, he looked so sweet. 

Being a virgin, Dyl felt not so much desire as 
longing. The beautiful young man noticed him, too, while 
he was still by the door, clear across the store from where 
Dyl was hanging out near the dildos and other sex toys. He 
kept glancing at him furtively, but he was with someone 
else, a dark-haired, muscular man, rougher-looking and a 
few years older, also very handsome. Both men struck him 
as masculine in every way. He couldn't detect the faintest 
trace of effeminate mannerisms in either of them, and 
imagined that anyone who passed them in the street would 
have taken them for straight. He was probably wrong about 
that, but he had no experience to speak of besides his 
virginal longings and could not pick up on the little hints 
which he later came to recognize immediately, for example 
their grooming and their choice in clothes. What gave them 
away as gay that day was easy: the merchandise they 
looked at and the fact they were so obviously a couple. 

There was no chance the beauty would approach 
him while his partner was there, and of course Dyl couldn't 
approach him either. The other guy was clearly the one in 
charge. He nodded in Dyl's direction and whispered 
something in the young god's ear. They both laughed, and 
Dyl felt crushed. Then the dominant guy led his friend to 
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the section of the store where they kept the swim suits, 
thongs and sexy underwear. They inspected the 
merchandise, discussing it, evaluating it, and worked their 
way down the aisle till they disappeared behind the 
partition and Dyl lost sight of them. 

He stood there, scarcely able to breathe and tingling 
all over (although batteries were sold separately), 
daydreaming about the young god. What was his name? 
What was he like? What did he do with his partner? Did the 
other man treat him well? Did he appreciate what he had? 
One could see that the young god was oblivious to the 
admiration of all who laid eyes on him, or rather believed 
that it was all directed at his lover, whom he clearly thought 
the world of. The dark-haired stud seemed to share that 
opinion and took the open-mouthed stares of the gay 
passers-by they encountered—and of many of the women 
too, no doubt—as his due, unaware of who the real beauty 
was. The young god was modesty itself. 

Then suddenly there they were, standing right in 
front of him, appraising the sex toys. The boy-god with the 
gentle smile was carrying an indecently low-cut, light blue 
Speedo he had chosen or his friend had chosen for him. At 
such close quarters he couldn't risk so much as a sidelong 


glance in another's direction, but directed his gaze at 
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whatever his partner pointed to. The lovesick virgin 
eavesdropped on every word of their conversation, as 
desirous to know what they had to say about the 
paraphernalia as if it concerned him directly. 

Every piece of merchandise they considered was 
examined with an eye to using it on the auburn-haired 
beauty. His partner had very definite ideas. "No castings of 
a porn star's dick. I'm not about to hand your ass over to 
some professional," or else: "No, not purple, anything but 
purple. You look good in blue, though, so I bet blue would 
look good in you." Had it not been so obvious that almost 
everything they said was a joke, one would have concluded 
that he treated his lover like a sex slave. He'd take down the 
roughest, most painful-looking pieces of equipment to 
show him and make lewd suggestions about what they'd do 
with them. He went so far as to make his friend turn around 
so he could measure his latest find against his butt and 
would even slap him across the backside with it to surprise 
him. His friend, smitten in both senses of the word, would 
protest: "Aw, come off it, Jeffrey. You gotta be kidding." 
That was how Dyl learned one of their names, but 
unfortunately not the one that mattered. Jeffrey never called 
the young god by name. 


They continued down the display case, joking about 
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the whips, chains, gags and blindfolds. Then Jeffrey looked 
at his watch and said, "Shit, we better get moving. You go 
pick up the lube and condoms, then go look at some 
magazines or photo books or something while I go choose a 
couple of videos for tonight. I want to surprise you." 

Jeffrey went into the back room where they kept the 
rental DVDs. The other picked up what he had been told to 
get, paid for it, then went to thumb through the magazines. 
He soon tired of them and seemed antsy to get out and be 
on his way, but his friend had said he wanted to surprise 
him so Dyl knew he wouldn't go look for him at the back of 
the shop. He must have gotten got bored, because after a 
while he went outside to wait. 

Jamie whispered to Sam, "My God, wasn't he 
gorgeous?" Sam leered back at him and rolled his eyes. 

No sooner had the young god left the store than 
Jeffrey came out with a stack of videos. He must have been 
watching him all the time, waiting for him to leave. He 
made a detour down the sex toy aisle on his way to the cash 
register and quickly grabbed the last pair of furry 
handcuffs. So that was the surprise he had in mind for his 
partner! They were among the few items he hadn't 
commented on. The future porn star tried to make out what 


videos he had chosen as he hurried by, but couldn't catch 
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any of the titles. 

Dyl didn't see them again for nearly a month. He 
spent a night of agony dreaming about that couple and the 
furry handcuffs. He imagined his idol writhing helpless and 
naked on their bed and prayed that Jeffrey would treat him 
gently. He was naive in those days. He dreamed of true 
love, and never imagined that some people desire to be 
treated roughly, beg for it. He thought there were just some 
who got off on dishing it out. 

One day Jeffrey walked into the store alone, took 
hold of him and carried him to the counter. Sam, the owner, 
was working the register. Jeffrey plied Sam with questions, 
and Sam sang his praises, but of course he just wanted to 
make a sale. "I'm sure you'll like it. You won't be 
disappointed." 

"I'm sure I won't. I'll take it." 

Then he asked to have him gift wrapped. Dyl could 
guess who was going to get him, but he might have been 
wrong. 

Sam asked, "Birthday, anniversary or no special 
occasion?" 

"Anniversary," Jeffrey answered, and Dyl's heart 


soared. 
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For the next few months Dylan Doe was the world's 
happiest vibrator, until Mike and Jeffrey got busted for 
having sex on the beach. After a few weeks of lying 
unnoticed in the dunes, he was found by a beachcomber 
and embarked on the series of adventures that would lead 
him to fall into Skeeter's hands several years later. 

By then he'd belonged to Randy for some time and 
had grown to like the nomadic life. Randy owned his own 
cab, but the trailers belonged to the companies he 
contracted with to drive a load to the next city. It was a 
large cab that had enough space behind the driver's seat for 
a mattress to sleep on, a small refrigerator, and Dyl, still in 
the same box of papers he'd been in when the cops handed 
him over to Jared. Randy kept a tie-dyed sheet hanging in 
front of it for the privacy he needed when he picked up a 
hitchhiker. 

They'd just picked up a new load in Bakersfield, a 
flatbed this time, and were supposed to haul it to Cleveland, 
which meant a long-needed vacation because that was close 
to Randy's home town. They pulled into a truck stop at the 
edge of town to pick up some smokes and a cold twelve- 


pack of soft drinks to keep in the back-seat cooler. Randy 
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must not have liked the looks of how they'd lashed the load 
to the flatbed or maybe it had felt off-balance on his way 
out of town, because he dumped his purchases on the seat, 
and without closing the cab door climbed up in back to 
make a few readjustments. A truck backed out of a parking 
space and rammed into them, knocking him over the side of 
the truck. Dyl heard the loud crack of his head hitting the 
pavement. He lay motionless. An ambulance arrived, and 
the medics lifted him onto a stretcher and carried him off to 
the hospital in a coma. 

Two days later another cab was sent for the load 
and Randy's was brought back to the fenced-in lot at the 
Bakersfield warehouse where Skeeter was night watchman. 
Skeeter was a dirty, foul-smelling old coot whose mind was 
as filthy as his body. Dyl hated him at first sight and 
shuddered when he took him home, thinking that he would 
prefer any hole to his, even an open grave or a sanitary 
landfill. 

He was wrong. When they got home, Skeeter 
introduced him to his live-in girlfriend, Sweet Betsy. "I got 
you a present, honey," he said, swinging the unfortunate 
blue vibrator in front of her stupid, expressionless face. 
"Me and you are gonna have ourselves a three-way!" 


Sweet Betsy just sat and stared at him, her butt-ugly 
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mouth wide open like a big O. 

Then, just when Dyl was sure things couldn't get 
any worse, Skeeter engineered the greatest humiliation of 
his life. "Seems to me you two must have a lot in common. 
Ya know what?—I'm gonna marry you two, for better or 
for worse, richer or poorer, and all that crap till death do 
you part. Then we can swing!" 

So Dyl was married off to Sweet Betsy, that 
hideous, inflatable fuck doll, next to whom Sally the bag 
lady would have looked like a million dollars. She had a 
mouth and a pussy that resembled each other exactly, both 
such perfect circles that they had to have been drawn with a 
compass. Skeeter officiated at the ceremony himself, in the 
presence of a handful of equally unsavory cronies from the 
warehouse. It was a ghastly, traumatic experience that Dyl 
was sure would haunt him forever. 

An ugly inflatable fuck doll may sound innocuous 
enough, but whoever named her Sweet Betsy ought to have 
had his head examined. Rank Betsy was more like it. Dyl 
was a Stickler for cleanliness (among other things), but 
Skeeter washed his Betsy less often than he did himself, if 
ever, and he didn't keep her just for decoration. On top of 
that, all the wedding guests wanted a turn with her before 


Dyl was allowed to consummate the marriage. He thought 
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he would vomit, and told her straight out how bad she 
stank. "In over seven years of sexual activity I can think of 
only one asshole that smelled as bad as you," he said. 

"Well, you oughta know," Sweet Betsy answered, 
"so don't you go thinkin’ I'm all that thrilled about these 
arrangements either." 

"You got the better deal, if you ask me." 

"Sweet Betsy gets to take it in both ends from real 
humans every night—and they're all of 'em straight 
humans, too. It ain't no privilege to get handed over to 
some faggot dildo that gets all pissy just because he can't 
find his favorite hole on me." 

"I'd settle for any hole that got to taste the contents 
of a douche bag once in a blue moon." 

"So what is it you want?" 

"I want a divorce." 

Of all the many horrible things he had lived 
through, marriage to Sweet Betsy must have been the 
worst—worse than getting so covered in shit and vomit that 
even Sally almost threw him out sooner than wash him, 
though he'd become her principal source of income; worse 
than witnessing all those not entirely fake scenes of torture 
in Marv's dungeon; worse than being exorcised by Uncle 


Favian, Janelle's Evangelist brother; worse than lying for 
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months on end forgotten in some box in the courthouse 
archives (it struck him that he was still living in that box); 
worse than... No, it was not worse than losing Mike. That 
was the great tragedy of his life, but even compared to that 
it was no bed of roses being Sweet Betsy's put-upon 
husband. 

To be perfectly fair, it wasn't her fault, but he 
couldn't stand the sight, smell or thought of her. Every 
night Skeeter would drink himself into a near stupor and 
then, cackling all the while, force his sex toys to perform a 
range of abominations limited only by Betsy's two holes 
and Skeeter's lack of imagination. How on earth had he got 
himself into all this? The man was a loser, a total burnout. 
How much lower can a person get when even a sex toy 


thinks he's a pervert? 
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~5~ 


What the blazes was he doing there, and where the 
hell had he come from? The set itself was the least cluttered 
space in the room they were shooting in, which had been 
slowly filling up as word got around and every model who 
was at the studio came in to watch the spectacle. Most were 
naked or partly naked, and those who weren't laughing too 
hard were stroking their dicks, because whoever this 
clueless dweeb was, he sure was one gorgeous hunk and he 
sure knew how to fuck. The question was, would the model 
bottoming for him, Three-Dollar Bill, a studio veteran 
known for his stamina, survive all those takes and retakes? 

"Cut!" 

Bill, also known as 3-D, groaned and buried his 
face in the pillow. 

This was the future Pierce Rodman's first real shoot, 
and it was nothing like what he'd imagined. Keeping it up 
in front of the camera was the easy part. Understanding 
what was wanted of him was more than he could handle. At 
least in the audition they'd let him do his thing, and he'd 
done it, even with a woman watching. He hadn't expected 
to be doing it in front of a female. 


"What's she here fer?" he'd asked. 
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"To take notes. Don't let it worry you, she's seen it 
all before." 

"Hundreds of times, honey. I think it's hot." 

"It's okay by me. I jes! didn't wanna offend no lady." 

She might have thought it was hot, but she sat 
through the whole audition looking bored. Only the 
reactions of the men on the set, and there were a lot of 
them—the talent scout, the cameraman, the lighting 
technician, the make-up specialist, etc.—reassured him that 
he was making a good job of it, but then he'd screwed up at 
the tail end and come inside the guy auditioning with him, 
and on account of that he almost didn't make the cut. 

"You come?" the guy behind the camera asked. 
They were hopping mad. 

"Sher did." 

"Why didn't you pull out?" 

"Cause I ain't never come up a guy's butt before." 

The man whose butt he'd been pounding went all to 
pieces. "Oh Christ! Wasn't he wearing a rubber? You 
promised no bareback!" 

"Whatcher carryin' on about? Course I got one on." 

"But you just said..." A moment's silence, and then 
the incredulous scout, cameraman, technician, make-up 


artist, lady secretary and bottom asked in chorus, "Do mean 
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to tell me this is the first time you ever fucked a guy?" 

"A man gotta learn sometime, don't 'e? So wha'd I 
do wrong?" 

"We need to see you come," the man working the 
lights explained. "We have to find out how much and how 
far you squirt. It's part of the audition." 


"Jeez, I'm sorry. Ya want me to beat off an' show 


ya?" 

"You can do that now? Right now?" 

"Sher. Why not?" 

"Do you believe this guy?" the scout asked the 
cameraman. 


When he pulled off the condom and they saw the 
load he'd deposited inside it, however, they decided they 
could dispense with the jerk off; but the secretary looked 
damn disappointed. 

The director of Ballbusters was much more 
demanding. The flick could just as easily been named after 
him. "Cut!" 

"What'd I do wrong this time?" 

"You talked." 

"But you jes' said it was alright to make noise." 

"Grunt all you want; just don't say anything," the 


script boy explained. "No words. Get it?" 
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"But they always talk dirty in all them porn flicks, 
ever'one I ever seen." 

"You say what's in the script," the writer told him. 
"Nothing else." 

"So when Bill said he couldn't take no more, that 
was in the script?" 

"You got it." 

"An' that's why ya got all mad when I stopped?" 

"Bingo." 

"Then why didn't ya tell me that's what it was? 
How'm I s'posta git it right if ya don't explain nothin'?" 

"I'm trying," the director said, almost on the verge 
of tears. "I'm really, really trying. Do you realize how much 
of this fuck is going to end up on the cutting room floor?" 

"Don't the script say we do the whole thing here on 
the bed?" 

The crew was in stitches, and Three-Dollar was 
afraid he'd need some down below before the day was over. 
Jerry, the fluffer, was doing his best not to laugh. The new 
guy was clueless, but charming. His ingenuousness had 
won him over right away, first when he almost started to 
cry because they wouldn't let him bottom, and later when 
he'd stood there with his rock-hard nine and a half inches 


and asked for a fluffing, and the thirty seconds he'd held 
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him in his mouth had been a rare treat. He'd made up his 
mind to take him in hand and make his career a success. He 
had everything it takes: the looks, the sexual know-how, 
the balls to stand up for himself, and brains, too, once he 
caught on to how things work in the porn industry. The 
others might think him a hopeless cause, but he could tell 
the guy was a winner, and Jiz would see it too. 

"Cut!" 

At least he knew what that meant now. The first 
time the director said it he'd gone right on humping. 

"Cut! I said 'cut', dammit. Didn't you hear me?" 

"Sher I heard ya." 

"So why the hell didn't you stop?" 

"God, yes. Why didn't you?" moaned 3-D Bill. 

"Didn't know you was talkin' to me." 

"Who else would I have been talking to?" 

"Him." He pointed to a model who had come into 
the room and stood leaning with his back to the wall to 
watch the comedy. 

"Him?" 

"Yep. I thought you was callin' him. 

"What on earth made you think that?" 

"I ain't cut." 


The director threw his hands up in the air. The new 
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model looked like a million bucks, he was hung like a 
horse, and he had enough energy to wear out the entire cast, 
but he didn't know shit and he wouldn't keep his mouth 
shut. It was exasperating. 

Cut’ means we stop and fix something, then go and 
do it over and hope we get it right." 

"There's somethin’ wrong?" 

"Yes. You're crying." 

"No I ain't." 

"Yes, you are. The tears are running down your 
face." 

"It's them lights." 

"I told you not to stare into them." 

"Well, I fergot." 

"Make-up!" 

Another take. "Cut!" 

"Now why'd ya stop us?" He pulled out and plunked 
back on his haunches, but Bill didn't budge. He stayed on 
his hands and knees with his head against the mattress and 
his butt up in the air, trying to catch his breath. 

"You're going at him so hard you've knocked him 
clear across the bed. The lamp was just about to tip over." 

"So?" 


"So it just goes to show you that we don't count for 
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shit here," Bill said. "They don't care what happens to me, 
but their precious lamp, that's a whole nother story." 

"If the lamp breaks we have to start all over again," 
the director told him. "We don't have another like it at the 
studio." 

Three-Dollar Bill rolled over on his side and let out 
a low wail. 

"This ain't like no sex I ever done," muttered their 
future top star, but all the time he was thinking, Who'm I to 
talk? I ain't had hardly no experience, an' these guys are 
pros. 

"How so? You're fucking him, aren't you?" the 
director asked. 

"Ain't what I call fuckin’." 

"Well, you have your dick up his ass, don't you?" 

"Seems to me there's a damn sight more to fuckin! 'n 
that." 

"So what do you call what you're doing?" the writer 
wanted to know. 

"Damned if I know. It's just a lotta stoppin’ an' 
startin’." 

"Coitus interruptus", chirped up the cut model, the 
one the newcomer had thought the director had been 


talking to towards the beginning of the shoot. "You'll get 
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used to it." 

"More like coitus redux," said Jerry. 

"What's redux?" 

"Think of it as déja screw all over again." 

"The newbie's right, though. What we do ought to 
have a name. Whatever kind of sex it is, it isn't your typical 
everyday sex, that's for sure." 

"Sorta reminds me of that game I seen some kids 
playin’ out in the street, where one of 'em tells the others 
what kinda steps they kin take an' how many." 

"Hey, I remember that game!" said the script boy. 
"We called it 'Mother, may I?" 

"We used to call it 'Giant Step'," 3-D said. "If you 
ask me, that sounds a lot more like the game I'm playing 
now." 

"Mother, May I? and Giant Step," the writer said. 
"Those are two great titles." 

"Quiet on the set!" 

But the new guy was on a roll. "I stick my dick up 
‘is butt an' I take it out again, an' then I put it back in an' 
take it out, then I shove it back in like ya tell me to, but 
then ya tell me to take it out so you kin powder 'is nose or 
move the piller or some other damn thing what ain't got shit 


to do with fuckin’. An' I oblige, don't I? What I wanna 
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know is when the hell do I fuck 'im like I'm s'posta? I seen 
the script. It says that I fuck 'im. Make up yer mind already. 
D'ya want me t' fuck 'im or doncha?" 

"When the movie's all done, you'll see that it looks 
like you're fucking him," the director sighed. 

"It sure as hell feels to me like I'm being fucked," 
said Three-Dollar Bill. "It feels like he's been fucking me 
for hours." 

Jerry looked at his watch. "Three and a half, and he 
hasn't needed fluffing yet." 

"Well, do me a favor, will you? If he ever needs it, 
don't." 

"You okay, Bill?" the director asked, finally getting 
the message. 

"I think so, but I can't take much more of this. I'll be 
one happy bottom when we're done with this scene. It's a 
good thing I don't have another shoot lined up till the week 
after next. I don't, do I?" 

The man with the clipboard rummaged through 
some papers. "It looks like you're down for Thursday." 

"Oh, Christ! And this doesn't qualify for workman's 
comp!" 

"I'll see what I can do to shift the schedule around a 


bit. If Johnnie Brass is available and willing to switch, 
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you'll have until Monday to recuperate." 

"It'll take a month of Mondays." 

"Doncha like to be fucked? Whatcha doin' on the 
bottom then?" 

"Earning my daily bread working my ass off." 

"Or letting someone else work your ass off," 
yawned the cut model. 

"Ya mean ya don't like it? Ya mean all them 
'Harders!' an' 'Poun' me babys!' you been sayin’ is jes' in the 
script? Jesus, I'm sorry." 

"Of course they're in the script," said the writer. 

"Why didn't ya say nothin'? 'Cause it ain't in the 
script?" 

"Look," Bill told him, "I love being fucked. But 
we're not fucking, we're making a video." 

The first-timer turned in triumph to the director. 
"See? Even Bill here says so." 

"Can't we just get on with it and get it over with?" 
the director asked. 

"Doggie?" asked Three-Dollar Bill. 

"Doggie." 

"You want to trade places?" 

"No," said the director. 


"Yes," said the top. 
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"You shut up," the writer barked. "No one's talking 
to you." 

3-D reluctantly got back on his knees. After only 
five minutes of humping he'd been shoved clear across the 
bed again. The lamp fell over with a crash and broke into a 
thousand pieces. 

Bill finally put his foot down. "Start over and it'll 
have to be with someone else." 

"Not me," said Cut. 

"Nor me." 

"Nor me." 

"Me neither." (To be perfectly honest about it, all of 
them were cut.) 

Jerry broke into applause. "The next film he makes 
you should call The Champ. But look, don't we have a 
golden opportunity here? Just let him go on fucking till he's 
done and from now on shoot it in close-up or from the other 
side so the lamp's out of it, then splice the film to make it 
look like the lamp falls over when he comes." 

"T like it," said the writer. 

"T like it," said the director. 

"Jiz'll love it," said the cameraman. 

Everyone liked it except the stars of the scene. 


"Till he's done? When will that be?" 
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"Don't seem fair to Bill here. He's plum wore out." 

"Five more minutes, ten max," the director said. 
"Then you beat off between Bill's ass cheeks and come on 
his back. Can you take ten minutes more, 3-D? If it gets to 
be too much, just say when and we'll go straight to the cum 
shot." 

It must have been professional pride, because 
Three-Dollar Bill kept his eyes glued to the wall clock, and 
the second the ten minutes were up he whispered, "When." 
After that it was just a matter of a couple of minutes of 
masturbation before his back was drenched in cum. Some 
got into his hair too. 

"That was the easiest scene I ever had to do," Jerry 
said. "All I had to do was stand and watch. I didn't fluff 
even once." 

"Easy for you, maybe," the director said. "For me it 
was nerve racking." 

"What gives you the right to bitch about it?" the 
battered bottom whined. 

"You did a great job," Jerry said. "You broke him 
in, and next time it'll go like clockwork." 

"You got that backwards, Jerry boy. I'm broken; 
he's ready for more." 


"What're you looking for, big boy?" Cut asked the 


209 


New Lives Anel Viz 


newbie. "Is something the matter?" 


"Where do I go to take a piss?" 
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~6~ 


Dyl found everything at his first shoot as unfamiliar 
and disorienting as it had been for Rodman, but he kept his 
mouth shut and let the pros handle everything, and it came 
off without a hitch. In fact, when it was over he felt better 
than he had in years and was humming merrily to himself. 

He'd been expecting to have a go at Rodman and 
had been mentally licking his chops for days. Instead they 
assigned him to do a scene with two lesbians, Gloria and 
Princess Lily, and it looked as if he'd be starting off on the 
wrong foot, because Gloria glared at him and grumbled, 
"What are we supposed to do with that? It looks like a 
dick!" 

"What do you think we're supposed to do with it, 
sweetheart?" crooned Princess Lily. "It's a vibrator. You've 
had one in your pussy before. I know that for a fact." Lily 
was just a studio lezzie. When she wasn't working at 
Cumstock, Inc., she fucked men—lots of them. Come to 
think of it, she was working then, too, only at a different 
job. 

"Does it have to be so... disgustingly realistic?" 
Gloria pouted. 


"Where's the realism, sweetheart? Plenty of men got 
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blue balls, but there's no such thing as a blue cock. You can 
take my word for it; I've seen them all. This one is lovely. 
You'll see; it'll work like a charm." 

She turned him on to show her, but of course Dyl 
didn't work at all. His motor had been dead ever since the 
night in Marv's dungeon when Harley had thrown him at 
Bear, aiming for his head, but he'd missed and Dyl had 
gone crashing into the wall. "Why the fuck won't it work?" 
said Princess Lily, bringing him over to show the director. 

The director tossed him to the script-girl. "Change 
the batteries, Tanya, and be quick about it! We haven't got 
all day." 

Batteries didn't do the trick, and Dyl felt certain that 
his career had come to end before it ever got started, but the 
set electrician said, "Let me have a look at it." He 
unscrewed Dyl's base, glanced briefly inside, and 
announced, "Anyone could fix that. Just needs a little 
solder. It'll take all of two minutes." 

It didn't take much more than two minutes. 

"Well, I'll be!" the electrician exclaimed. "The 
damn thing waggles!" 

The director couldn't contain his excitement. 
"Waggles? Why, they stopped making that model ages ago. 


Folks, Cumstock Studio has got itself a real collector's 
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item." 

Dyl was feeling the old familiar vibrations and 
looking forward to be used in a human being again, even a 
woman. He hadn't tasted anything in weeks except for 
Sweet Betsy, and there was no question these cunts were 
going to be infinitely sweeter. Lucky thing that Jiz Johnson 
had wanted nothing to do with her! But who in his right 
mind would? Even Skeeter was sick of her. 

When his poker losses had just about cleaned him 
out of what he needed to keep himself in rotgut liquor, 
Skeeter had come home looking more depressed than Dyl 
had ever seen him, unless he was just sober for a change. 
He nosed around the house, trying to find something he 
could get rid of for a price. His eye fell on Dyl and Betsy, 
and he told them mournfully, "Well, old friends, it looks 
like we've come to a parting of the roads." 

The pawnbroker would have nothing to do with 
them. "Whattaya mean, how much'll I give you for 'em? 
How much will you give me to take that shit off your 
hands?" 

Skeeter had to look at his hands before he could 
figure out the man was talking about his sex toys. So he 
drove them to Palm Springs and made the rounds of the 


studios until Dyl caught Rodman's eye and Jiz Johnson 
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agreed to buy him for a humiliating low price. Sally had 
charged four times as much for just an hour or two! 

Skeeter wasn't willing to give up so easily, though. 
"Sorry, but I can't split them up. Them two are a pair. I 
married them myself." 

"Fine," Jiz told him, "then I'll take the two of them 
for five bucks and throw the doll in the dumpster. Take it or 
leave it." 

Skeeter took it, but he took Sweet Betsy too, and 
drove her home to Bakersfield for a life of lying underneath 
the smelly old coot or squatting on the floor in front of his 
chair with her head squashed between his legs. 

So when it came time to plunge in at Cumstock, Dyl 
approached his job with a positive attitude and did his 
thing, and Gloria's and Princess Lily's too. After that he'd 
been the prop for a couple of solos with one of their sexier 
female stars, who hadn't bothered to use him to her best 
advantage, which is to say up the ass. After the first solo 
he'd already grown tired of her idiotically long fingernails, 
tired of being squeezed between two titties and having the 
dumb broad stick out her tongue and pretend to lick him 
while she batted her false eyelashes. He was beginning to 
wonder if they were ever going to let him do his kind of 


work, but his fourth feature was one hundred percent gay, 
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which made him one hundred percent happy. He hadn't had 
the chance to satisfy his basic orientation since Randy's last 
hitchhiker. As an added advantage, the bright lights on the 
set didn't bother him since he spent nearly all his time in his 
co-stars’ assholes. Everyone agreed it was his best film yet. 

Now he was working on his fifth feature, also gay. 
They'd put him in three sex scenes, and two of them had 
been filmed already. Now they were about to shoot the 
third. Maybe this time he'd get to work over Rodman 
Pierce. Of course no one ever told him anything. 

A door opened and the model they'd scheduled for 
his scene followed the writer onto the set. Dyl couldn't see 
who they'd lined up for him with the writer in the way, but 
he heard the click of high heels and a high-pitched voice 
that sounded familiar but he couldn't quite place. 

"A dildo! Darling, you made my day. I sho' is one 
lucky bitch!" 

The writer stepped to the side, and the two of them 
caught sight of each other at the same moment. "Better an' 
better! Why, that looks jes' like ol' Sally's Dyl!" 

It was Roxanne. A lifetime of coincidences had 
taught Dyl just how small this big world we live in can be, 
but to find himself back with Roxanne was something he 


would never have thought possible. There was no doubt 
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about it, though, because she went on and on as nobody but 
Roxanne could. "He all mine, I hope. I don' hafta share him 
wif Roddy-doddy now, do I? That big fella an' 'is sweet 
vibrations is jes' fo' Roxannie the trannie, ain' 'e?" 

"Sorry, Roxanne. You get to play with it, but it goes 
up Rodman's butt." 

"Now ain' that jes' too cruel? How come only 
Roddy? Don' I got a butt too?" 

"Everyone who's seen your films knows you do, but 
it's not for this baby, not this time; it's for Rodman's. What's 
wrong with that? He's a damn sight bigger." 

Roxanne pulled a face. "Big ain' everythin’, sugar. 
His don' vibrate. I oughta know. I've tried 'em both." 

"He may very well vibrate with that thing buzzing 
in his ass while he plugs you. And you get to put it in there 
and turn it on." 

"Now ya talkin'! Where the hell is that sweet big, 
white cock?" 

"In make-up." 

"How about you lemme try that—" 

"Not a chance." 

"Then he betta hurry up an' git that yummy ass o' 
his in here." 


So Dyl knew where he was going, and knew how he 


216 


New Lives Anel Viz 


was going to get there. It was all good news. Roxanne 
knew how to use him as well as anyone. Only Mike and 
Janelle had had more experience with him. 

Roxanne climbed up on one of the high stools, her 
legs crossed and the script in her lap to read through it 
while she waited for her co-star to show up. She mouthed 
her lines over and over, mentally trying out different ways 
to say them. She was swinging her free leg back and forth 
impatiently, her shoe dangling from her big toe when the 
door opened again, but it was only the director. 

"Hi, Roxanne. Hey! Didn't I tell you not to wear 
those spiked heels today?" 

"Ain't nothin’ else that goes with this dress you ask 
for." 

"Then it's okay. Why are you looking at me like 
that? Are you trying to stare me down or something?" 

"Will ya let ol' Roxanne give ya a kiss?" 

"What for?" 

"To thank ya." 

"Then you're welcome, and let's leave it at that. 
What wonderful thing have I done?" 

"This part. With him and Roddy. It's to die for." 

"Why're suddenly so excited it about it?" 


"Him." 
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"Who?" 

"Him." She pointed straight at Dyl. 

"The dildo?" 

"That ain' no dildo, honey. That's Dyl Doe." She 
stressed both syllables equally. "Sally's pride an' joy. We 
knew each otha in New York." 

"What makes you so sure it's the same one?" 

"The way he gasp when he seen me, an' he be talkin' 
to hisself a mile a minute ever since." 

"Whatever. You know, Roxanne, you really are 
nuts." 

So Roxanne was one of the people who could 
understand him, and he never knew it till now! Neon had 
said that there were humans who could understand what 
you said once you'd made a deep connection with them like 
the one between him and Larry, but Dyl hadn't really 
believed him. But why not Mike, then, and why not Randy? 
Or Janelle, for that matter? No, Janelle never listened to 
anybody. 

"So what'd Roxanne do to deserve this plum?" 

"Who better to stick his first sex toy up Rodman's 
ass?" 

"His first? Thank you, Jesus!" 

"That's right, his first. And you're the toy expert, 
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and the Rodman expert too. You've had your dick up there, 
and I don't know how many fingers, and your tongue, and 
your nose..." 

"I ain't done nothin' to him he ain't done to me." 

"...you know better than anyone how to push his 
button, and you find it quicker than anyone else, too. 
Except Jerry." 

Roxanne made a face. "Oh, Jerry! Don' you go 
tellin' me about Jerry, 'cause I don't wanna hear it." 

"Jealous?" 

"Roxanne, jealous? Jealous of Roddy an' Jerry? You 
gotta be kiddin’. I ain't jealous. I pissed. They say Jerry use 
ta do ever'one, but will 'e give Roxanne any o' them eleven 
an' a half inches? Ain' I good enough fer 'im? I's good 
enough fer 'is Roddy, but I ain' fer ‘is rod!" 

"Jerry hasn't put out since he and Rodman tied the 
knot, and that was a couple of years before you got here. 
Otherwise you'd've had your share, believe me." 

"Hmmpf!" 

Rodman walked in through the door, and with him 
his partner of nearly ten years and personal fluffer, Jerry of 
the awesome endowment. No one but Rodman Pierce could 
boast his own personal fluffer, and the models he had 


fluffed while he was still in the business and those who'd 
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heard their stories envied Rodman for him as much as for 
his killer body and fabulous contract which let him call not 
only all the shots, but just about all the shoots too. 

The porn star was wearing nothing but a pair of cut- 
off jeans—not even socks—and he looked like a million 
dollars. Dyl could feel the hum growing inside him even 
without being turned on. 

"Hi, Roxie. I just heard it was you who's gonna do 
me. See, Jer, you were right. I won't need you here to fluff 
me with Roxie around." 

"When have you ever needed fluffing, stud? But I 
come anyway just to watch. You make me so frigging hot." 

"I always need you, Jer," Rodman said, planting a 
little kiss on his lips. "Just knowing you're there watching 
is all the fluff I need." 

"He watches to keep an eye on 'im," Roxanne said 
to no one in particular. 

"Don't be catty, Roxie. You know you're my 
favorite she-male." 

That was a left-handed compliment, and Roxanne 
knew it. Rodman didn't much care for she-males, but he 
had had a lot of them. Ever since the first flick he'd 
bottomed in it had become a sort of on-screen specialty. 


She also knew that she could make him shoot farther and 
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moan louder than any of the butch models he worked with. 

"Well," she said, "it's the truth. 'So friggin’ hot,' he 
says. Ha! I seen 'im watchin’ our scenes, chile, an' I ain' 
never see no eleven an' a half inch bulge in his pants." 

"You look at my partner's crotch while you're 
playing a scene with me?" 

"Don' got much else to look at when ya doin' me 
doggie, do I?" 

"And when you do me doggie?" 

"Oh, then I mostly keep my eyes on that sweet ass I 
got between my fingers, but I look where you lookin’, too." 
She turned to Jerry and gave him a sly smile. "You don' 
expec’ me to believe all them stories with no proof, do ya?" 

"The only one I care about doesn't need 
convincing," Jerry told her. 

"Still not showin', huh? All fo' yo' Roddy. Well, 
Roddy don' need that much, not with his job, he don't." 

"Jerry has the monster cock, and you better believe 
it," the cameraman said. "You've heard all the old tops. 
Why won't you take their word for it, Roxanne? Do you 
think it's some kind of conspiracy?" 

"Then how about a glimpse of yo' butt? Jes' a teeny 
peek." 

"My ass? Only for Pay." 
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Everyone had heard his pet name for Rodman 
hundreds of times, but no one knew where it came from. 
They guessed it had something to do with all the money 
Rodman made for the two of them, never suspecting that 
Jerry's legitimate job brought in more than twice that. 

"Jerry comes along as Rodman's manager," the 
director said dryly, "and if we ask for anything that isn't 
spelled out in the contract, he squeezes our balls until our 
dicks spit out more money for it. He's keeping extra special 
close watch now because of that so-called friend of yours. 
That's it, isn't it, you cheap bastard?" 

"This really ya first time with a toy?" Roxanne 
asked Rodman. 

"We talked about it, but never got around to it. And 
after we got the idea of using one in my next film, Jiz made 
me promise not to try it till we shot the scene." 

"So I's yo' first one?" (No, I am, thought Dyl.) "I get 
to do things with you that Jerry ain't never done?" She 
stuck her tongue out at Jerry. 

"Am I gonna like it, Roxanne?" 

"Like it? Rod baby, you are gonna love it. This here 
is Mr. Dylan Doe, the Dylan Doe, an' there ain't no one like 
him in the business!" 


"So I chose a good one?" 
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"You chose 'im? You sho' got the instincts, babe. 
Me an' Dyl is frien's from way back." 

"So the thing has a name then?" He turned to the 
director. "You make sure to put him in the credits, you 
hear?" 


"That's Dyl Doe," Roxanne said sternly. "Dyl with a 


Well, at least Rodman didn't question what she said. 
Maybe he'd be able to understand Dyl too once he'd had 
him up his ass if Roxanne did a good job. 

"I always do a good job," Roxanne said, looking 
straight at Dyl. 

"Who said you didn't?" the director wanted to 
know. 

The last few doubts Dyl was harboring flew out the 


window. She understood him, all right! 


xok OK k 


The opening part of the scene belonged to Dyl and 
Roxanne. 

First a long still of Dyl lying on the night table, then 
Roxanne comes in wearing a low-cut, pink satin dress that 


clings to her dark cocoa skin, hanging from her shoulders 


223 


New Lives Anel Viz 


by straps as thin as string and going one-quarter of the way 
down her thighs. 

"Cut! I don't like the spikes, Roxanne. Get rid of 
them." 

"I ain't wearin’ this dress without the shoes." 

"Then we'll start with you on the bed." 

"I don' care where we start. No shoes, no dress." 

"Okay. Just as long as we don't have to see you 
walk in them. We start with you on the bed in the dress and 
the shoes, and the first thing you do is kick them off. Just 
make it look sexy." 

"I can make anythin’ look sexy, honey." 

Retake. 

A long still of Dyl lying on the bed, then pan up to 
Roxanne standing on the other side of the bed, her back to 
the camera, rubbing her hips and the tops of her buttocks. 
A little ass wiggle. She sits on the bed, which requires 
hiking up her dress an inch or two, and picks up Dyl, then 
folds her legs under her and pushes each shoe off with the 
other foot, extra sexy. She picks the shoes up off the 
mattress and tosses them gently to the floor at the foot of 
the bed, one at a time. She holds Dyl in front of her 
cleavage for a moment, light blue vinyl against shiny pink 


satin, then brings him to her face and passes him back and 
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forth across her lips, murmuring softly to him. "Do I got a 
treat for you today, my own sweet li'l private cock. Jes' you 
wait!" 

Dyl didn't mind the contact with soft, feminine 
flesh. He could feel the bone outlining her masculine jaw 
which the blush had covered up and made to look gently 
rounded, and her odor was intensely virile. 

A knock. "You in there, Sugar?" 

Dyl is quickly stashed under the pillow. "Door's 
open." 

Rodman saunters up to the bed, his torn cut-offs so 
low on his hips you'd think his bulge was holding them up. 

Then Roxanne delivered the line that worried her 
most, the one she had silently practiced over and over. She 
was glad the director didn't make her redo it. "Oh, Stu, you 
are such a hunk!" That day all the dialogue, dumb as ever, 
went well and required no retakes. 

Sugar gets onto her knees, sticks out her tongue, 
bends forward and licks down his treasure trail. She 
squeezes his buns with both hands; Stu digs his fingers in 
her hair. Then she cranes her neck to reach his lips, and 
with her hands clutching his upper arms, she pulls them 
both down onto the bed, with Stu stretched out on top of 


her. A long kiss, Sugar grinding her groin into Stu's. 
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"Roll over, hunk. I wanna chew yo' nips." 

"Yeah, baby. Chew them nips." 

Chew, chew, chew. 

"Now mine! Now mine! I want ya to suck my 
titties!" 

Sugar gets to her knees, straddles him right over the 
bulge in his shorts, and sits. 

"Cut! We have to do that again, Roxanne. You let 
your dress ride up too high. We can see your nuts bulging 
out your thong. Why didn't you wear panties like I told 
you?" 

"Same reason as the shoes. Ya really see 'em all that 
clear?" 

"Clearer," the cameraman assured her. "Tuck in 
your rocks, Roxie." 

Roxanne was more careful on the next take. 

As soon as Sugar's straddled on top of Stu, her nuts 
tucked safely out of sight, she reaches an arm behind her, 
unzips her dress halfway down her back, and pushes the 
top half of the dress down over her hips. Her implants are 
large enough for the unzipped dress to accommodate her 
butt. She cups her hands under her boobs and holds them 
just out of Stu's reach. He sticks out his tongue and 


pretends to strain to get at them. 
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At this point the dialogue became so unspeakably 
inane, even by porn flick standards, that the director 
seriously thought about making the writer redo them, but 
everything was going well, so why tempt fate? 

Things continued to go without a hitch until they 
got to the part where Sugar pulls off Stu's cut-offs and 
makes her comment about how she loves it when he goes 
commando. As usual, that scene required more than twenty 
retakes, because Rodman was supposed to start off soft and 
get hard, and there's no such thing as an unfluffer. 

"Would it help if we shoved a couple of ice cubes 
up your ass?" the director asked bitterly. 

Rodman gave him the finger. "It would work better 
if you brought Jiz in and had him stand naked in the 
corner." 

The whole room broke into laughter. It was a very 
crowded set, since so many people had wanted to watch the 
filming of Rodman's first dildo scene. The director had to 
put his foot down: no more than five not directly involved 
in the filming. Rodman chose them all personally. 

The director managed not to smile, or thought he 
did. "Imagine Jiz naked in the corner and see if that works 
for you," he snorted. 


"It workin' fo' me, sweetheart. Now we gonna hafta 
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call in a fluffer. How about it, Jerry?" 

Jerry gave her the finger. 

Picturing Jiz with no clothes on seemed to work, 
because "Sugar" successfully removed Rodman's shorts 
after two more takes. So far, so good, but they still had a 
few more retakes to go, because Stu was supposed to grow 
hard gradually, and Rodman's rod kept springing up way 
too fast. It was the last hurdle, though, because once all the 
way hard he was allowed to stay hard. 

Stu gets a more perfunctory blowjob than any of 
Rodman's other roles, because this scene is all about his 
ass. Sugar is all over it, and in it too—fingers, tongue, 
nose. Lots of dumb lines that are supposed to hint "Dildo" 
and just about scream it, all of them going right over Stu's 
head, which is hard to believe because he's leaking sap like 
a sugar maple at the end of winter. No one will care, and it 
can't be helped. Rodman was having the time of his life, 
because Roxanne was a pro, the best in the business. She 
was good at everything, but in the rimming department she 
could give even Jerry a run for his money. 

Sugar finally comes out and says the word dildo. 
Stu balks. An argument, a tussle. Sugar on her back once 
again. Kiss and make up. "Lick my titties, Stu. Don't you 


like my titties?" 
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"I love your titties, Sugar, but there's something I 
like even more—vyour thick black cock!" 

Dress pulled up, panties ripped off. Stu gives Sugar 
head. 

"Fuck me, baby! Fuck me hard! Fuck my sweet 
black man-pussy!" 

Sugar's head is hanging over the side of the bed, 
her right hand thrust under the pillow. Stu on his knees 
between her calves, dribbling spit onto his dick. 

"Fuck me, baby! Fuck me! Fuck me!" 

He hooks his elbows under her knees, lifts her legs, 
waddles forward a few inches, and plunges in. 

Like seasoned professionals, Roxanne and Rodman 
launched into the dumbest stretch of dialogue in the entire 
movie, punctuating their coupling with scripted 
vocalizations that roughly approximated orgasmic 
incoherence: "Aarrrgh!"—"Fuck, that feels good!"—"Oh 
yeah, baby, do me! Pound that ass!"—"Aarrrgh!"— 
"Ouf!"—"Oh shit!"... and so on and so forth. 

The writer should have left well enough alone. No 
such luck. 

Sugar moans. "Vibrate in me, baby!" 

"Men don't vibrate,sweetheart. If you want 


vibrations, buy yourself a dildo." 
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"Try anyway." 

"How the hell... ?" 

"Like this!" 

Out comes Dyl from under the pillow, and with one 
swift thrust he disappears up Stu's butthole. "Wham!" (That 
was in the dialogue. Sugar says it.) 

Roxanne went straight for the button every time. 
That girl never missed. Rodman's eyes just about popped 
out of his head, and he let loose a stream of words that 
weren't in the script. They were so perfect, the director 
regretted not having made the writer redo the rest of it. 

It was like an orgy on the set. Every man there (and 
there were only men) had his dick out. Everyone—the 
director, the cameraman, and Jerry too, but Roxanne was 
too dazed to take it all in, at least to take all that in. It was 
all solo action except for the two on camera, but they were 
all hard, either beating off wildly or beating off slowly or 
just idly playing with themselves; in short, an orgy. 

The camera right in front of her face, Sugar shoots 
a huge load of cum right on the lens. 

"You bitch! You got it all over my shirt!" 

"Cut!" They would have had to cut there anyway to 
clean the lens. 


Roxanne still had to finish Rodman off. 
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She twisted Dyl around in his butt while she licked 
his cock and balls, him writhing, kicking, screaming 
obscenities, script be damned. How he held it back so long 
was anyone's guess, but about half the audience came 
before he did, and everyone who would eventually rent the 
video must have done the same. 

The director tried to keep track of the squirts when 
Rodman came, but he lost count. Dyl was sorry he couldn't 
see him from where he was lodged, but what of it? The best 
fuck he'd ever had (except Mike) came with a price. 
Roxanne's face was radiant. She licked it up off Rodman's 
trembling frame until he took her by the hair and pulled her 
off him. 

"Cut!" 

"The last drops are for Jerry, Rox. You know that." 

The director was ecstatic. He sat in his canvas 
folding chair, his pants down around his ankles and a large 
wet stain on his boxers, shaking his head in awe and 
murmuring, "Wow!" It took him a few minutes to recover 
his equilibrium, then he poured forth a torrent of words. 
"My God, was that ever hot! It'll bring in millions! We'll 
buy out every porn studio in Palm Springs! We'll... Did 
you get it all, Charlie?" he asked the cameraman. "Are you 


sure your camera didn't melt?" 
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"I got it." 

"And you think the footage is good? You were able 
to hold it steady, playing with yourself like that?" The 
cameraman was naked from the waist down. 

"It was on a tripod. On wheels. I just pushed it from 
place to place." 

"And it's in focus?" 

"Most of it, I'm sure. A little splicing will take care 
of the bits that don't come out." 

"Will you shoot some more footage for me?" 

"What's left to shoot?" 

"Rodman's dick, while it's soft. That always comes 
in handy. Hey! What the fuck is going on on this set?" 

Those who hadn't come yet had paired up or formed 
threesomes and were sucking and licking and rimming. 
Only Jerry was decent. He'd tucked his dick discreetly back 
into his pants and waited for Rodman to recover his breath. 
Now he went over to him and helped him to his feet. 

"You all right, Pay?" 

"T'll be okay in a sec. Hold me, Jer, will you?" 

The director was on a roll, walking up and down the 
set waving his arms wildly, oblivious to the sucking and 
groping going on around him, oblivious to the fact that his 


pants were still down around his ankles ready to trip him 
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any minute, oblivious to his dick, which was flapping as 
crazily as his arms. 

"Jiz is gonna love this! His fucking balls will go 
shooting out his ears! And this picture is just the first. 
We're going to make a whole series with that little bugger!" 
He pointed to Dyl, who was lying on the bed, dazed and 
humming. No one had thought to turn him off. 

"Dyl sure gives one hell of a jolt, all right," Rodman 
said, still breathing heavily. "I know your other models will 
enjoy every minute of it." 

"What's this about our other models? That baby's 
yours; you earned it!" 

"That was my fiftieth picture. The contract's over. 
I'm retiring." 

"But you can't do that!" 

"Oh yes, he can," Jerry said. 

"Look," Rodman explained, "it makes sense, doesn't 
it? I sure as hell don't need the money, and I'll be thirty- 
nine in a couple of months. Aren't I better off getting out at 
the peak of my career? I don't need it for the sex; I have 
Jerry. I don't need a damn thing when I have Jerry. And if 
I'm not in the business, I'll have more Jerry." 

The director was fuming. "You put him up to this!" 


he snarled at Jerry. 
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"No I didn't, but I'll admit I encouraged him. And 
why not? He's given you the best years of his life." 

"You got that backwards. We've given him the best 
years of his life." 

"No, Jerry has. Hey guys!" Rodman said to 
everyone in the room, distracting them from their sex. "I'm 
outta here! Come and give us a hug!" 

They were all over him in a second. Most just gave 
him a friendly bear hug, but a couple of them groped him 
too. 

"Where's Roxie? I wanted to say goodbye." 

"Roxanne? Just about anywhere," said one of the 
models he'd invited to watch. "She found a tear in her dress 
and freaked out." 

"Gosh, Cut, I hope J didn't do it." 

The director was less compassionate. "Yeah, poor 
bitch. She should have been more careful." 

Rodman had yet to put a stitch on him. No one had 
ever seen him remain flaccid for so long. "Well, I'm off. 
Where'd we leave my street clothes, Jer?" 

"In the duffle. Don't forget the cut-offs. We'll want 
them as a souvenir. They ought to be on the floor 
somewhere." 


"I think Roxanne ran off with them," said the 
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cameraman. 

"Roxie? What the hell does she need my cut-offs 
for?" 

"Roxanne keeps something from every shoot as a 
memento. By now she could open a museum." 

"You think I didn't know that? But I want those cut- 
offs. She can have the dildo instead. She'll use it more than 
we will." 

"I'll go look for them while you get dressed, Pay. 
Then we'll go straight home and change." 

"Change for what?" 

"I made reservations for dinner. Don't you think we 
have something to celebrate?" 

Rodman walked over to the bed, picked Dyl up, and 
switched him off. "Goodbye, old man," he said. "It's been 
real, hasn't it? I think I'll miss you most." 

Dyl was devastated. Then he remembered Mike, 
and that put things into perspective. Losing Mike hurt 
worse. It still hurt worse, and he had lost him a lifetime 
ago. How long had it been? Eight years at least. And what 
would his role be with Rodman and Jerry anyway? There'd 
never been any real commitment between Mike and 
Jeffrey; Mike had had room in his heart for Dyl too, plenty 


of it. These two were another story. They'd been together 
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since before he was made and would still be together when 
he was thrown in the trash. They had each other and didn't 
need anyone else, least of all a blue vibrator. Besides, 
Rodman was right. He'd lead a more active life if he 
belonged to Roxanne, and she understood him, too. If only 


Rodman weren't such a hunk! 
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~T~ 


Jerry Roth and Rodman Pierce had been a 
monogamous couple since their exchange of vows in the 
Unitarian Church, not counting the sex Rodman had with 
other Cumstock models. That was business. After letting all 
the friends who watched their celebration flip-flop touch 
his boner (an opportunity which only Jiz had passed up) 
and giving each a squeeze in the crotch in return, Jerry 
never laid hands on another man. He quit his job as fluffer 
and devoted himself full time to much more lucrative 
professions, financial planner and making pornographic 
websites, but he remained a regular at the studio in his 
capacity of Rodman Pierce's agent and manager. Calling 
Jerry his personal fluffer was a joke, of course. It was true, 
however, that no one had ever fluffed him except Jerry, 
who'd been allowed to give him thirty seconds of oral at his 
first professional shoot even though he didn't need it. 

Rodman had invested wisely under his lover's 
guidance, and the two were financially secure for life. His 
years in the industry and Jerry's influence above all had 
completely changed him. If it weren't for the good looks he 
had never lost, no one would have recognized him as Otis, 


that gullible, wet behind the ears, Nevada hick who'd 
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landed an audition at the studio over twelve years earlier. 
He'd finished off his GED, spent two years at a community 
college and got his B.A. from UCLA, worked with a 
speech teacher to clean up his accent and could now do a 
passable job in a variety of roles (though he still thought in 
Nevada dialect), fixed his grammar so that it was as good 
as any college-educated American (which isn't saying 
much), and mastered the social graces he needed to inhabit 
the business world Jerry frequented. Everyone respected 
him for his suave manners (which he dropped at Cumstock 
so the models he worked with wouldn't feel intimidated) 
and his quick wit and intelligence, but he left the decision- 
making to Jerry, who was a wilier coyote than he. One 
might say the man had twenty-twenty foresight. More than 
a decade had gone by since Ballbusters, and people were 
still buying Pierce Rodman lamps. 

Rodman Pierce looked at his lover and thought he 
had done well. No, more than well. He couldn't have done 
better. Now in his late thirties, Jerry Roth had turned into a 
fairly decent-looking man. He looked older than Rodman 
now, thanks to his steel-gray hair, but what of it? Rodman 
looked ten years younger than he was. Jerry had finally 
begun to get some flesh on his bones—good, solid flesh, 


not flab—toward the end of his twenties, and by the time he 
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turned thirty he no longer looked like the gangly kid he 
once was. And he still had those beautiful eleven and a half 
inches in his pants. No one had seen them in years except 
for his lover, his doctor, and the few people who had been 
able to tear their eyes off Rodman and Roxanne when they 
shot the dildo scene. He would never have the stunning 
good looks of his partner, but what did that matter? 

As for Jerry, he'd loved Pay from the second he set 
eyes on him, loved him because he wore his heart on his 
sleeve, loved him for his authenticity. That's why he'd gone 
slowly, steered clear of him at first. He didn't want him to 
be just another fuck. That's why he'd been willing to lie low 
and pass for the twerpiest of his groupies. He never 
doubted his lover for a moment, and let him fuck the rest of 
them as a cover while he was working himself up in the 
business. He'd guided him every step of the way, staying in 
the background so no one ever knew it. He'd taught him 
how to dissemble (you can't make it in show business—in 
any profession—if you can't do that), but he could still read 
his heart like a book. He had complete confidence in his 
love, absolute trust in his off-set fidelity, which more than 
offset his on-set infidelities. He'd been confident from the 
first, knowing that Rodman valued the inner man more than 


looks, and as for his eleven and a half inches, well no one 
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can remain a size queen after twelve years in the porn 
industry, and Rodman hadn't been one to begin with. No, it 
wasn't those eleven and a half inches that kept Rodman 
attached to him. They attached him to him all right, but 
they weren't what kept him attached. 

"Kiss me, Pay," Jerry said. 

Sex with each other was as good as it gets and more 
than they needed, and between the two of them they made 
almost as much money as they did cum, so by the time 
Rodman had turned his thirty-fifth film or so they'd reached 
the decision to get him out of the business as soon as he'd 
made the fifty movies he'd contracted for. 

Now Rodman Pierce had officially retired into the 
lap of luxury and of Jerry. That they were and always had 
been an exclusive couple was universally recognized. Even 
the bitchiest porn tabloids never questioned their fidelity. 
There remained the one film they wanted to make together, 
however, and one infidelity for Jerry that they'd agreed on 
from the first, and the scene with Roxanne and Dyl had 
given them the leverage they needed to make both happen. 
It was just a matter of keeping away from the studio and 
biding their time. 

They only had to wait a week before Jiz Johnson 


showed up at their door with a contract already drawn up. 
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In fact, he brought two contracts. 

"You can't do this to us!" he began. 

"What can't he do to you? What has Pay ever done 
to you besides appear in the seventy most lucrative movies 
Cumstock ever put out? And you know they were only your 
biggest moneymakers because he was in them, otherwise 
you wouldn't be here." 

"I wasn't talking to you." 

"Jerry speaks for me, as my manager. I don't owe 
Cumstock anything." 

"What about your fans?" 

"Don't worry about my fans. There are enough 
videos of me having sex in circulation to keep my fans 
pumping their meat till their dicks fall off. Maybe I'll do a 
farewell magazine spread for them. Why not? I turned a 
farewell film. Or maybe I'll write a hot autobiography they 
can take to bed with them." 

Jerry gave him a thumbs up. "Great idea, Pay!" 

"Just explain to me why you want to retire when 
your career is just taking off." 

"Just taking off? At age thirty-eight? After twelve 
years in the business? Who are you kidding?" 

"That last video, the one with the dildo, that opens 


up a whole set of new possibilities to make movies. It was a 


241 


New Lives Anel Viz 


turning point." 

"It certainly was a turning point. He retired. He 
won't be young forever. That he's still young at thirty-eight 
is nothing short of a miracle. Why shouldn't he retire and 
enjoy his youth while it lasts if he can afford it?" 

"I don't need the money," Rodman cut in. "Why else 
do models do it if not for the money?" 

"Fame, glamour, adulation..." 

"I have all that." 

"Fun..." 

"What fun? Have you ever starred in a porn flick, 
Jiz? The idea of making a porn flick is dazzling," Jerry 
said; "that's how you lure them all in. After that it's for the 
money." 

"What's wrong with money?" 

"Nothing's wrong with money. We just have all we 
need, more than we need." 

"What's so horrible about making porn?" 

"There's nothing horrible about making porn. Do 
you think we're prudes? It's just like any other business. 
You work to support yourself, and when you can afford to 
retire in comfort, you do. And Pay can retire in a lot more 
than comfort." 


"There's more to it than that, Jer. You see, Jiz, I've 
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already made three times as many porn flicks as I wanted 
to. Before I started I may have been thinking in terms of 
hundreds, of continuing to make porn for as long as my 
looks lasted and I could get it up, but one film was enough, 
really. I made more because the money was good and the 
work was enjoyable, but after I hooked up with Jerry here I 
didn't need it for enjoyment anymore. If I've continued to 
do porn all these years it's because I was under contract. 
And I did my work well and never complained, never made 
any trouble. You have nothing to reproach me for on that 
score. I'm done with it. I don't regret doing it, but now I'm 
done." 

"Do I have to beg?" 

"You can beg all you like," Jerry said. "We're not 
stopping you. Then, when you get tired of groveling you 
can go home." 

"But you haven't even looked at the contract!" 

"I'm not interested," Rodman said firmly. 

"How do you know you're not interested if you 
haven't even seen it? No model has ever been offered what 
we're offering." 

"For the umpteenth time, he doesn't need the 
money." 


"Who's talking about money? We're offering health 
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insurance..." 

"I have health insurance. I'm on Jerry's. We're civil 
partners, remember?" 

"retirement benefits..." 

"Too late. He's retired already." 

"...stock options..." 

"In a porn studio?" 

"In our parent companies—banks, pharmaceuticals, 
fast food chains, toys..." 

"Our answer is no." 

"And all for just ten more films. We understand that 
you don't want to have to work all the time now and that 
this isn't a career that can go on indefinitely. You make 
them when you want to. You tell us you have a free day or 
two on your hands, and even on a moment's notice we'll 
take charge of assembling a cast and crew at your 
convenience. We'll have a whole library of scripts reserved 
especially for you, the best that get submitted to us, and 
you get to pick and choose, or you come up with a plot and 
a part you want to play and we'll have our writers churn 
something out. Now isn't that tempting?" 

"It would have been once. Not anymore." 

"Then how about one more film, just one? No stock 


options and all that, of course, but at the highest salary any 
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porn star has ever commanded, and just for one scene. And 
we'll let you choose your scene, too." That was the other 
contract Jiz had brought with him. He was a sly operator. 
He'd seen the tabloid headlines that would be appearing 
that weekend and the articles about Rodman's retirement 
and some fabricated mushy love story about him and Jerry. 
The tabloids would have a field day if he went back and 
made another film after that, just one would do it, and 
Cumstock would have him by the balls. 

"Well, there is one film I might want to make. In 
fact, yes, I'd definitely do it; but just one." 

"T have a contract here for one film, too." 

"Then sit down at the table with Jerry and iron out 
the details while I get us some coffee. He's in charge of the 
business side of things, as usual." 

Jiz and Jerry sat down to negotiate, the soon-to-be- 
scribbled-over contract on the table in front of them. 
Rodman got the coffee and came to stand behind Jerry. 

"Aren't you going to sit down?" Jiz asked. 

"No. Here I'm just an observer." 

"So what's this film your buddy wants to do?" 

"Partner, lover, boyfriend, husband... not buddy," 
Jerry corrected. 


"What does Mr. Pierce here have in mind?" 
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"A film of the two us, him and me, making love 
together. Maybe a three-hour documentary, with interviews 
and scenes from the footage you have from our wedding." 

"A three-hour porn flick? Are you kidding?" 

"Part porn flick, part documentary. A bit of both." 

"Cumstock doesn't make documentaries." 

"Then the usual ninety-minute porn flick with Pay 
and me, and an option to use our footage in a documentary 
if we decide to make one." 

"It's out of the question. We have to use Cumstock 
models." 

"Then hire Jerry," Rodman cut in. "He's got what it 
takes. The proof is in your safe. How long has it been since 
you last took it out? A month or so?" 

"He may even have watched it this morning, Pay." 

"No way. He's been watching my scene with Roxie 
and Dyl. Can't you see how worn out he is?" 

"We're not making a film with Jerry." 

"Then you're not making a film." 

"Okay, you win. I'll let you make a film together, 
but he'll have to take a studio name." 

"We have one: Jerry Rutter. Will that do?" 

"Jerry Rutter is fine." 


"And you have to release it too," Jerry insisted. 


246 


New Lives Anel Viz 


"That goes in the contract." 


Jiz made a face; then he sighed. "Agreed. But it'll 


also say Rodman has to make ten more for us." 


them." 


"Three." 
"Seven." 
"Three." 
"Five." 

"Three." 


"Three, then, but with our stars, and you're not in 


"I only want to do one film. Just me and Pay." 


"No, other people have to be in it. How else are we 


supposed to drag it out for ninety minutes." 


"That's our problem," said Rodman. 

"No problem," Jerry corrected him. 

"I insist on at least one more actor." 

"Okay, but only one. And we get to choose who." 
"But Jer..." 


"Let me handle this, Pay. Have I ever led you 


wrong before?" 


"An actor from the studio." 
"Of course from the studio." 
"And who is it going to be?" 


"Pay and I will discuss that between ourselves. For 
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now you just put in ‘with one star from other Cumstock 
films, to be chosen by the actors'." 

"Anything else?" 

"That film gets made and released before Pay does 
any others. You've reneged on contracts before. We 
haven't, and we won't." 

Jiz penciled in the changes. "Okay, I'll bring this 
down to the studio and get it printed up. Then you can 
come by and sign. How much do you expect to be paid for 
this?" 

"Pay and I will do it for free, just to show how nice 
we are. The other three at Pay's usual rate. But we want 
royalties for this one." 

"Royalties! That's asking for more than we ever pay 
anybody!" 

"I'm just trying to be fair. You seem to think a video 
with just Pay and me..." 

"And one more." 

"...with Pay and me and someone else won't bring 
in any money. This way we don't make money on it unless 
you do. We won't ask for much. Only five percent." 

"Five percent!" 

"Not for the two of us. Five percent each." 


Jiz penciled that in too. "Well, that's settled. I'm off 
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to the studio to..." 

"No need to go to the studio. I'll bat it off at the 
computer, print off the copies, and we'll sign here and 
now." 

"I thought you'd want it notarized." 

"I'm a notary public. Didn't you know?" 

"Is it legal to notarize something when you're one of 
the signatories?" 

"I won't be. The contract will be between you and 
Pay. It has to be, since there are three other pictures for him 
involved. It'll read 'a gay video for the party of the second 
part and his partner'." 

Jiz was scribbling madly. "Here it is. Go run it off." 

"Not quite yet. There are a couple more clauses we 
want added." 

"Like what?" 

"That you surrender our wedding video and it 
becomes our exclusive copy to do what we want with, and 
you attest that you have no other copies." 

"That video's mine!" 

"It shouldn't be." 

"I won't do it." 

"Then Pay doesn't do those three films you're asking 


" 


for. 
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"Ten, and I'll hand over the wedding video." 

"Three." 

"You are such a bastard, Jerry Roth." 

"Rutter. And look who's talking." 

"I give in; I give in. The video's yours. Are you 
happy now?" 

"He'll renege, Jer. He'll make copies and release 
them, and ours won't be worth anything." 

"You're going to release it as your own!" 

"It is our own," Jerry said, "but we don't mean to 
release it, not unless there's a market crash or something 
and we need it to fall back on. And don't worry, Pay, he 
won't renege." 

"How're you going to keep him from doing it?" 

"Get out that pencil again, Jiz. We're going to make 
this a contract that even you won't dare break. Write this in: 
Tf Cumstock Studios is found to have retained a copy of 
Rodman Pierce's wedding video...’ You got that, Jiz?" 

"Yeah. '...of Rodman Pierce's wedding video..." 

"all the films Mr. Pierce has ever made for 
Cumstock, including those he made under the name of 
Pierce Rodman...' Keep on writing, Jiz... "become the 
exclusive property of Rodman Pierce." 


Rodman started laughing so hard he had to sit down 
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on the sofa. 

"I can't put that in the contract. I don't have the 
authority." 

"Yes you do. Don't go trying to teach me contract 
law." 

They'd timed their negotiations perfectly. They'd 
planned it all in advance, down to the letter, chipping away 
bit by bit at the formidable Jiz Johnson and worm him 
down. He wrote in everything they told him. 

"One thing more," Rodman said. 

"You're kidding!" 

"Only one, and it won't cost you a thing." 

"Okay, what is it?" 

"Tell him, Jer." 

"I get to cornhole you while Pay fucks your face." 

"You fuck!" 

"Come off it, Jiz," Rodman said. "You know you 
want it." 

He did. Ever since the day of the wedding he'd 
wanted those eleven and a half inches up his ass. Only his 
pride and fear of losing his absolute authority at the studio 
held him back. In fact, it was his lust for Jerry, just a skinny 
little kid back then, that had made him dead set against the 


two of them making a film. So it made sense, now that they 


251 


New Lives Anel Viz 


were going to make that movie anyway, to take advantage 
of the opportunity and go for it. That he'd get a taste of 
Rodman's luscious dick again after all these years was an 
added incentive. 

"You drive a hard bargain, Jerry," he said." 

"That's not the only hard thing Jerry drives." 

Jiz got up from the table and started unbuckling his 
pants. 

"Not here," Jerry told him. "At the studio." 

With his pants already halfway open there was no 
backing down. "No camera. No video." 

"No camera. But the show has to be open to all 
Cumstock employees who want to watch." 

"By invitation only." 

"Then we get to do the inviting." 

"And make sure Roxie gets a special invitation," 
Rodman added. "I want her to have her proof about Jerry." 

Jiz wrote everything at Jerry's dictation: "Mr. Jiz 
Johnson, as representative for the party of the first part, will 
be fucked in the face at Cumstock Studios by Rodman 
Pierce while being cornholed by Mr. Pierce's long-term 
partner, said face-fucking and cornholing to be open for 
viewing by any Cumstock employee who wishes to witness 


it." Then Jerry typed out and printed off the contract, and 
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Jiz and Rodman signed, with Jerry acting as notary. They 
called in the boy who was cleaning the swimming pool as a 
witness. 

Jiz went back to the studio a defeated man. When 
he'd gone, Rodman asked, "Will that contract really hold up 
in court with words like 'cornhole' and 'face-fucking' in it?" 

"Probably not, Pay, but it doesn't matter. Jiz won't 
let it even get to court with the whole studio able to vouch 
that it happened. He won't take the chance of our trying to 
sue him. This is one contract Jiz Johnson won't ever break." 

"But now I'll have to make three more porn flicks. I 
wanted out, you knew that, and I thought you wanted me 
out too. It almost feels like you sold me." 

"You can renege. We make ours first, and it gets 
released before they can ask you to make the others. With 
cornholing and face-fucking Jiz in the contract he won't go 
public and take it to court, and if he does it probably won't 
hold up. You said so yourself." 

"And if the court does uphold it?" 

"You can make up your own mind, make the films 
or renege. I'd prefer you reneged. It won't cost us much, 
just some nominal fine, since we'll have made ours for free 
and they won't have paid you for the others yet, so where's 


the fraud? What do we have to lose, royalties? We may 
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even get to keep those, since Cumstock will be raking it in 
on ours." 

"I don't like that concession you made either, the 
one about having a third guy make the video with us. 
Fucking Jiz is one thing; us in a three-way with another guy 
is something else." 

"I told you not to worry about that. Don't you trust 


me?" 


OK Ok k 


No video was made of Jiz Johnson sandwiched 
between his top star and his lover, but just about everyone 
at the studio showed up to watch, including straights and 
lesbians, and most of them brought their own cameras. No 
camcorders. Rodman was a hunk and Jerry had a dick that 
no one at Cumstock could rival, but Jiz Johnson was close 
to sixty years old, a paunchy, balding, little queen, so it 
wouldn't have been worth seeing a second time. Someone 
did get it all down on audio tape, though. 

It took Jiz almost ten minutes to recover, which is to 
say a little less than one-fifth the time they spent working 
him over. "Okay, when do we start turning the film? 


You've had your fun." 
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"So've you, baby," Roxanne gloated. 

"Is next week soon enough?" Jerry asked. "Pay and 
I are off for a weekend in Hawaii." 

"Have you made up your mind who the third is 
going to be?" 

"Of course we have. It didn't take long to figure that 
one out." 

"Who's it going to be, then? I'm guessing Roxanne." 

"Oh yes, me! Me me me me me! I kin be a hay-ram 
lady called Jizza, an' we'll play the scene they jes’ done." 

Rodman perked up his ears. Jerry hadn't told him 
anything, and he was dying to know what his friend had up 
his sleeve. 

"Guess again, Jiz. It's Dyl Doe. And we get to take 
him on a Hawaiian vacation to practice with. You don't 
mind, do you, Roxie? You'll let us take him off your hands 
for a weekend." 

"If Dyl's okay with it, you boys kin have 'im, but I 
gotta ask." 

"How about you, Pay? You okay with that, having 
Dyl as our third man?" 

Rodman Pierce beamed at his partner. "I love you, 
Jer," he said. "I love you more than anything." 


"More than having my Dylan up yo' ass?" Roxanne 
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said and winked at them. 


"Much more," Rodman said, taking Jerry's hand. "I 


love you more than I love having you up my ass." 


The End 
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The City of Lovely Brothers 


The City of Lovely Brothers is, like everything else 
I've read by the very talented Anel Viz; superb at not only 
catching my attention, but getting me so completely 
involved in what's happening that putting the book down 
becomes a struggle: Ill put it down after I finish this page 
becomes a bit farcical when I end up reading at least 
another two chapters. Eating? I'll get to it in a bit. Sleep? I 
don't need it—HA—even so it cannot begin to compare to 
the attraction of finding out just what is going to happen 
next. 
—5++ kisses from Top2Bottom Reviews 


Anel Viz's saga of four brothers and their 
descendants, several of whom are gay, is a top notch piece 
of historical fiction with enough lovingly described sex to 
satisfy both fans of historical fiction and those who read for 
sensual pleasure. Narrated by an anonymous gay man who 
allegedly received the diaries of one of the main characters 
and who sought out the history of the family as a result, it 
gives an intimate view of how a family functions and then 
destroys itself. 

Viz ... has perfectly captured the family's dynamics 
over several generations, as well as the vernacular language 
of the time. The love he depicts between Nick and Caliban 
is genuinely moving, and the cast of supporting characters 
... are all well drawn and completely believable. 

—5S stars from the GLBT Bookshelf 


Anel Viz's blend of factual events with fictional 
details provides The City of Lovely Brothers a great deal of 
authenticity that quickly pulls the reader into the story. The 
brothers and their families are richly drawn characters that 
Mr. Viz brings vibrantly to life. Their flaws and 
imperfections contribute to the overall feeling that The City 
of Lovely Brothers is based on real people and true events. 


Nick's careful observations provide a great of insight into 
the brothers' complicated and heartbreaking relationship. 
The family discord rings true, and their eventual outcome 
becomes readily apparent. 

—S ravens from Blackraven's Reviews 


The House in Birdgate Alley 


The House in Birdgate Alley is a very well-written, 
thoroughly enjoyable story that plunges the reader 
headlong into late 19th century London. I'm very impressed 
with Anel Viz' ability to write in a style that sounds as if it 
was written over one hundred years ago, with perfect 
language, voice, and tone, both for the characters of the 
upper classes, and for the Cockney voices and sensibilities 
of the others. Since the story is open-ended, I will be 
reading other stories by Anel Viz as soon as possible, and 
hoping for others featuring some of these characters in the 
future. 

—4' cherries from Whipped Cream Reviews 


...a very enjoyable and satisfactory romp through a 
well depicted Victorian London, spiced throughout with 
some beautifully erotic moments. 

—4 stars from Wilde Oats 


P'tit Cadeau 


.. here is a story that will survive the test of time 
and one which should definitely be a MUST READ. Anel 
Viz has joined the list of authors to whom I turn to when I 
most need something beautiful, telling and powerful to 
read, something that will bring back the joy and the hope 
that we all need to go on. 

—5+ kisses from Top2Bottom Reviews 


This is a rich and satisfying book, taking the reader 


into the lives of well-developed characters who meet and 
overcome intriguing hurdles in their search for happiness 
through a beautifully described landscape. 

—5 stars from Wilde Oats 


Emotional, authentic, intense... the first 3 adjectives 
that come to mind to describe P'tit Cadeau. Anel Viz's new 
novel, several years in the making and just recently 
published, reveals the skillful hand of a master. This 
enthralling story will stay with the reader forever. The 
author's love of France, so admirably illustrated in his 
Memoirs of Colonel Gérard Vreilhac, has found expression 
in another paean to our country, this time contemporary and 
dedicated to the picturesque countryside of the Causses and 
Provence. 

—4/4 "chats gentils" from Blue Moon Reviews 


The Thought Collector 


Anel Viz' short story The Thought Collector is a 
delightful contemporary fairy tale with mystery, romance, 
and just a hint of that nitty-gritty darkness that the best 
fairy tales flirt with. 

There is enough plot here to make a full-sized 
novel, honestly [...] The inventive world-building Viz 
creates here is constantly surprising and interesting. 

—4 kisses from Top2Bottom Reviews 


The thought collector to me would be like looking 
into a crazy person's brain and that fascinates me. I would 
love to sit and Ask Mr Viz how he came up with this 
thought pattern. The idea of a thought collector was what 
attracted me to this storyline. And right up until the end of 
this short story I was riveted. 

—4 stars from Night Owl Reviews 


Kaleidoscope 


Prepare to be dazzled. Like its namesake, this story 
collection will keep you guessing. Just when you think you 
have something understood, shapes shift, colors change, 
and wonder reigns. 

—5 stars from Wilde Oats 


I found this collection intriguing and intelligent, and 
savored it mightily. Like everything else I've read from this 
author, it's refreshingly different and I came away from it 
after two readings (and I suspect there will be many more) 
with much food for thought and with my sense of how 
things are somewhat roiled ... [T]he author's prose is 
elegant beyond reproach, as clear and dry—and as 
bracing—as a good martini. 

—4% stars from Victor Banis 


Like the title implies, Kaleidoscope is a collection 

of short stories that change patterns at the mere turn of a 
page, oftentimes before I was ready to let the characters go. 
Anel Viz ... has incorporated a series of observations on 
life and everything it encompasses, from sexual boundaries 
between a professor and his student, to a hate crime trial, to 
a man who is entirely undone when his wife fulfills a 
sexual fantasy 

—4 kisses from Top2Bottom Reviews 


The Best Christmas Ever 


If you like sweet stories, if you're looking for 
something to make you think, and if you're interested in 
understanding the nature of love a little better, this will do 
all three for you. 

—S stars from Queer Online Magazine 


This is a delightful and intriguing story charting the 
course of a relationship between two men who are as 
different as chalk and cheese. ... The author clearly has a 


definite opinion about this: the two men bring very 
different things to the relationship but are equally balanced. 
... The dual insights - author and protagonist - and the way 
these eventually meld make this a fascinating study of an 
interesting couple. 

—4 stars from Wilde Oats 


Les Ardoises 


... rare indeed are [American authors who can set a 
story in France] without sounding a false note. ... We have 
already mentioned the exactness of this author's 
observations ... Anel Viz gives readers a glimpse of France 
(and of Provence in particular) and its people— imperfect, 
riddled with contradictions and weaknesses, but so 
deliciously authentic we adopt them all without hesitation. 

—3 out of 4 "chats gentils" from Blue Moon 
Reviews 


... a compelling and very sexy story that explores 
motives and feelings, and gives a real flavour of French 
life. 


—5 stars from Wilde Oats 


